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ÏO MY FATHER. 

Whbn your eyes £eJ1 upon this page of dedioation, and 
you start to see to whom it is inscribed, your first thought 
ivill be of the time &r off when I was a ohild and wrote 
versée^ and when I dedicated them to you who were my 
public and my oritio. Of ail that such a reoolleotion implies 
of saddest and sweetest to both of us, it would beoome 
neither of us to speak before the world; nor would it be 
possible for us to speak of it to one another, with voices that 
did not &lter. Enough, that what is in my heart when 1 
Write thus, will be fiilly known to yours. 

And my désire is that you, who are a witness how if this 
art of poetry had been a less eamest object to me, it must 
have fallen firom ezhausted hands before this day, — ^that 
you, who have shared with me in things bitter and sweet, 
Boftening or enhancing them, every day, — ^that you, who 
hold with me over ail sensé of loss and tramdency, one hope 
by one Name, — ^may aooept firom me the inscription of thèse 
volumes, the exponents of a few years of an existence which 
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has béen sastained and oomforted by you as well as given. 
Somewhat more faint-hearted than I used to be, it is my 
Êtncy thus to seem to retum to a visible personal depend- 
enoe on you, as if indeed I were a cbild again ; to conjure 
your beloved image between myself and the public^ so as to 
be sure of one smile^ — and to satiafy my heart while I sanc- 
tify my ambition, by associating with the great pursuit of my 
life, its tenderest and holiest affection. 

Your 

£. B. K 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

This édition, includiiig my earlier and later wrL- 
tings, I have endeavoured to render as iittle un- 
worthy as possible of the indulgence of the public. 
Several poems I would willingly have withdrawn, 
if it were not almost impossible to extricate what 
bas been once caught and involved in the machi- 
nery of the press. The alternative is a request to 
the generous reader that he may use the weakness 
of those earlier verses, which no subsequént revi- 
sion bas succeeded in strengthening, less as a re- 
proach to the writer, than as a means of marking 
some progress in her other attempts. 

fiu B« B- 

Lomxnr, 1886. 
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A DRAMA OF EXILE. 



Scène. — The outer aide of the gâte of Eden shiU fast witk cloud, 
from the depth of which revolves a sword of fire self-moved, 
Adam and Eyb are seen m tJie dista/ncejlying aUmg the glarem 

LudFEB, alone, 

EfEJOiCE in tbe cleffcs of Gehenna, 

My exiled, my host ! 
Earth bas exiles as hopeless as when a 

Heaven's empire was lost. 
Through the seams of her shaken foundations, 

Smoke up in great joy ! 
With the smoke of your fierce exultations 

Deform and destroy ! 
Smoke up with your lurid revenges, 

And darken the face 
Of the white heavens and taunt them with changes 

From glory and grâce. 
We, in falling, while destiny strangles, 

Pull down with us ail. 
Let them look to the rest of theîr angels ! 

Who's safe from a fall ? 
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He saves not. "Where's Adam ? Can pardon 

Eequicken that sod ? 
Unkinged is the King of the Grarden,. 

The image of Qod. 
Other exiles are cast out of Eden, — 

More curse bas been hurled. 
Come up, O my locusts, and feed in 

The green of the world. 
Come up ! we bave conquered by evil. 

Good reigns not alone. 
I prevail now, and, angel or devil, 

Inherit a tbrone. 

[In suddm apparition a watch of inmmerahle angels, ranl 
ahove ranJc, alopea wp from arownd the gâte ta the zénith. 
The angel Gabriel descends. 

Luc, Hail Gabriel, the keeper of the gâte ! 
Now that the fruit is plucked, prince Gabriel, 
I hold that Eden is impregnable 
TJnder thy keeping. 

Oàb, Angel of the sin, 

Such as thou standest, — pale in the drear ligbt 
Which rounds the rebel's work with Maker's wrath,— 
Thou shalt be an Idea to ail soûls, 
A monumental melancholy gloom 
Seen down ail âges, whence to mark deapair 
And measure out the distances from good. 
Go from us straightway. 

Luc. Wherefore ? 

Oàb. Lucifer. 
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Thy last step in this place trod sorrow up. 
Eecoil before that sorrow, if not this sword. 

Luc, Angels are in the world — wherefore not I ? 
Exiles are in the world — wherefore not I ? 
The cursed are in the world — wherefore not I ? 

Oàb, Départ. 

Imc, And where's the logic of * départ'? 

Onr lady Eve had half been satisfîed 
To obey her Maker, if I had not learnt 
To fix my postulate better. Dost thou dream 
Of guarding some monopoly in heaven 
Instead of earth ? Why, I can dream with thee 
To the length of thy wings. 

Oah, I do not dream. 

This is not Heaven, even in a dream, nor earth, 
As earth was once, first breathed among the stars, 
Articulate glory from the mouth divine, 
To which the myriad sphères thrilled audibly 
Touched like a lute-string, and the sons of Qod 
Said AMEN, singing it. I know that this 
Is earth not new created but new cursed — 
This, Eden's gâte not opened but built up 
With a final cloud of sunset. Do I dream ? 
Alas, not so ! this is the Eden lost 
By Lucifer the serpent ! this the sword 
(This sword alive with justice and with fire !) 
That smote upon the forehead, Lucifer 
The angel. Wherefore, angel, go — départ — 
Enough is sinned and sufiered. 
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Luc. By no ineans. 

Here's a brave earth to sin and sufier on. 
It holds fast still — it cracks not undeç curse ; 
It holds like mine immortal. Presently 
We'll sow it thick enough with graves as green 
Or greener certes, than its knowledge-tree— 
"We*!! have the cypress for the tree of life, 
More eminent for shadow : — for the rest 
We'll build it dark with towns and pyramids, 
And temples, if it please you : — we'll have feasts 
And fanerais also, merrymakes and wars, 
Till blood and wine shall mix and run along 
Eight o'er the edges. And good Q-abriel, 
(Te like that word in Heaven !) Jtoo have streijgth — 
Strength to behold Him and not worship Him, 
Strength to fall from Him and not cry on Him, 
Strength to be in the nniverse and yet 
Neither Qod nor his servant. The red sign 
Burnt on my forehead, which you taunt me with, 
Is Grod's sign that it bows not unto God, 
The potter's mark upon his work, to show 
It rings well to the striker. I and the earth 
Can bear more curse. 

Oàb. O misérable earth, 

0 ruined angel ! 

Luc, Well, and if it be ! 

1 CHOSE this ruin ; I elected it 

Of my will, not of service. "WTiat I do, 
I do volitieut, not obedient, 
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And overtop thy crown with my- despair. 

My sorrow crowns me. Get thee back to Heaven, 

And leave me to the earth, which is mine own 

In virtue of her ruin^ as I hers ' 

In vîrfcue of my revoit!, tum thpu from both 

That bright, impaBsive, passive angelbood, 

And spare to read us backward any more 

Of. thé speht hallelujahs. 

Oàb, ^ Spirit of scom, 

I migbt say,« of unreason ! I might say, 
That who despairs, acts!; that who acts, connives 
"With Qod's relations set in time and space ; 
That who elects, assumes à something good 
Which Gt)d madé possible ; thàt whô lives, obeys 
The law of a Life-maker ... « 

Luc, Let it pass. 

No more, thou Gabriel! What if I stand np 
And strike my -brow against the crystalline 
Eoofing the créatures,— shall I. say, for that, 
My stature is too high for jne to' stdnd, — 
Henceforward I must sit ? Sit thou. 

Oah, Ikneel. 

Luc, A heavenly answer. Get thee to thy Heaven, 
And leave my earth to me. 

Gab. . Through Heaven and earth 

God's wiU moves freely, and I follow it, 
As colour foUows light. He overflows 
The firmamental walls with deity, 
Therefore with love ; His lightnings go abroad, 
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His pity may do so, His angels must, 
Whene'er He gives them charges. 

Iaic, * Verily, 
1 and my démons, who are spirits of scorn, 
Might hold this charge of standing with a sword 
'Twixt man and his inheri tance, as well 
As the benignest angel of you ail. 

Gab, Thou speakest in the shadow of thy change. 
If thou hadst gazed upon the face of Grod 
This moming for a moment, thou hadst known 
That only pity fitly can chastise. 
Hate but avenges. . - 

Xwc. As it is, I know 

Somethîng of pity. When I reeled in Heaven, 
And my sword grew too heavy for my grasp, 
Stabbing through matter, which it could not pierce 
So much as the first shell of,— toward the throne ; 
When I fell back, down, — staring up as 1 fell, — 
The lightnings holding open my scafched lids. 
And that thought of the infinité of God, 
Hurled after to precipitate descent ; 
When countless angel faces still and stern 
Pressed out upon me from the level heavena 
Adown the abysmal spaces, and I fell 
Trampled down by your atillness, and struck blind 
By the sight within your eyes, — 'twas then I knew 
How ye could pity, my kind angelhood ! 

Gcih, Alas, discrowned one, by the truth in me 
Which God keeps in me, I would give away 
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Ail — save that truth and His love keeping it, — . 
To lead thee home again into the light 
And hear thy voice chant with the morning stars, 
When their rays tremhle round them with much song 
Sung in more gladness ! 

Luc, Siîig» lûy Morning Star ! 

Last beautiful, laat heavenly, that I loved ! 
If I could drench thy golden locks with tears, 
"What were it to this angel ? 
' Oab, "What love is. 

And now I have named God. 

Ltic, Tet Gabriel, 

By the lie in me which I keep myself, 
Thou'rt a false swearer. Were it otherwise, 
"What dost thou here, vouchsafing tender thoughts 
To that earth-angel or earth-demon — which, 
Thou and I have not solved the problem yet 
Enough to argue, — that fallen Adam there, — 
That red-clay and a breath ! who must, forsooth, 
Live in a new apocalypse of sensé, 
With beauty and music waving in his trees 
And running in his rivers, to make glad 
His soul made perfect ? — is it not for hope, 
A hope within theB deeper than thy truth, 
Of finally conducting him and his 
To fill the vacant thronea of me and mine, 
Which affront Heaven with their vacuity ? 

Oab. Angel, there are no vacant thrones in Heaven 
To suit thy empty words. Glory and life 
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Fulfil their own dépletions ; and if Ajrod 
Sighed you far from Ilim, His next breath drew in 
A. compensative splendeur up tbe vast, 
riushing the starry arteries. 

Luc. . With a change ! 

So, let the vacant thrones and gardens too 
Fill as may please you ! — and be pitiftd, 
As ye translate that word, to the dethroned 
Ajid exiled, man or angel. The fact stands, 
That I, the rebel, the cast out and down, 
Am hère and will not go ; whije there, along 
The light to which ye flash the désert out, 
Plies your adoptéd Adam, your red*clay * , 
In two kinds, both being flawed. Why, what is thisr' 
Wuose work is this ? "Whose hand was in the work ? 
Against whose hand P In this last strife, methinks, 
I am not a fallen angel ! 

Gàb, Dost thou know 

Aught of those exiles ? . 

Luc. Ay : I know they have fled 

Silent ail day along the wildeméss : 
I know they wear, for burden on their backs, 
The thought of a shut gâte of Faradise, 
And faces of the marshalled cherubim 
Shining against, not for them ; and I know 
They dare not look in one another's face, — 
As if each werc a cherub ! 

Gah, Dost thou know 

^ught of their future ? 
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Luc' Onlv as much as thia : 

That evil will increase and multiply 
"VVithout a bénédiction. 

Oab. Nothing more ? 

Lîio. Whysotheangelstaunt! What shouldbemore? 

Oab. God is more. 

Luc. Proving what ? 

Oab. That He is God, 

And capable of saving. Lucifer, 
I charge thee by the solitude He kept 
Ere he created, — leave the earth to God ! 

Luc. My foot is on the earth, fîrm as my sin. 

Gab. I charge thee by the memory of Heaven 
Ere any sin was done, — leave earth to God ! 

Luc. My sin is on the earth, to reign thereon. 

Gab, I charge thee by the choral song we sang, 
When up against the white shore of our feet, 
The depths of the création swelled and brake, — 
And the new worlds, the beaded foam and flower 
Of ail that coil, roared outward into space 
On thunder-edges, — leave the earth to God ! 

Luc. My woe is on the earth, to curse thereby. 

Gab. I charge thee by that mournful Morning Star 
Which trembles .... 

Luc. Enough spoken. As the pîne 

In norland forest, drops its weight of snows 
By a night's growth, so, growing toward my ends 
I drop thy counsels. Tarewell, Gabriel ! 
Watch ont thy service ; I achieve my will. 
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And peradventure in the after years, 

When thougbtful men shall bend their spacious brows 

Upon tbe storm and strife seen everywbere 

To ruffle their smootb manhood and break up 

With lurid lights of intermittent hope 

Their human fear and wrong, — they may discern 

The heart of a lest angel in the earth. 



CHORUS OF EDEN SPIRITS, 

(CkaMingfrom Paradise, whUe Adam and "EvEjly acrosa 

the Sword-glare.) 

Harken, oh harken ! let your soûls behind you 

Tum, gently moved! 
Our voices feel along the Dread to find you, 

O lost, beloved l 
Through the thick-shielded and strong-marshalled 
angels, 

They press and pierce : 
Our requiems folio w fast on our evangels, — 

Yoice throbs in verse. 
We are but orphaned spirits left in Eden 

A time ago. 
God gave us golden cups, and we were bidden 

To feed you so. 
But now our right hand hath no cup remaining, 

No work to do, 
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The mystic hydromel is spilt, and staining 

The whole earth through. 
Most ineradicable stains, for showing 

(Not interfused !) 
That brighter colours were the world's foregoiiig, 

Than shall be used. 
Harken, oh harken ! ye shall harken surely 

For years and years, 
The noise beside you, dripping coldly, purely, 

Of spirits' tears. 
The yeaming to a beautiful denied you, 

Shall strain your powers. 
Idéal sweetnesses shall over-glide you, 

Eesumed from ours. 
In ail your music, our pathetic minor 

Tour ears shall cross ; 
And ail good gifts shall mind you of diviner, 

With sensé of loss. 
"We shall be near you in your poefc-languors 

And wild extrêmes, 
"What time ye vex the désert with vain angers, 

Or mock with dreams. 
And when upon you, weary after roaming, 

Death's seal is put, 
By the foregone ye shall discern the coming, 

Through eyelids shut. 
Spirits ofthe trees, 

Hark ! the Eden trees are stirring, 
Soft and solemn in your hearing ! 



A SBAMA OF EXILE. 



Oak and lînden, palm and fîr, 
Tamarîsk and Juniper, 
Each still throbbing in vibration 
Since that crowning of création 
When the God-breath spake abroad» 
Let us màke man liJce to Oodl 
And the pine stood quivering 
As the awful word went by, 
Like a vibrant music-string 
Stretched from mountain-peak to sky ; 
And the platan did expand 
Slow and graduai, branch and head ; 
And- the cedar's strong black shade 
Fluttered brokenly and grand : 
Grove and wood were swept aslant 
In émotion jubilant. 
Foice ofthe same, hut softer, 

Which divine impulsion cleaves 
In dim movements to the leaves 
Dropt and lifted, dropt and lifted 
In the sunlight greenlj sifted, — 
In the sunlight and the moonlight 
Greenly sifted through the trees. 
Ever wave the Eden trees 
In the nightlight and the noonlight, 
"With a ruffling of green branches 
Shaded off to résonances, 
Never stirred by rain or breeze. 
Fare ye well, farewell I 
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ïhe Bjlvan sounds, no longer audible, 

Expire at Eden's door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
Treads ont some murmur which ye heard before. 

Farewell ! the trees of Eden 

Te shall hear nevermore. 
JRiverspirits, 

Hark ! the flow of the four rivera — 

Hark the flow ! 
How the silence round you shivers, 
While our voices through it go, 

Cold and clear. 
A èofter voice. 

Think a little, while ye hear, 

Of the banks 
Where the willows and the deer 
Crowd in intermingled ranks, 
As if ail would drink at once 
Where the living water runs ! — 
Of the fishea' golden edges 
Elashing.in and out the sedges ; 
Of the swans on silver thrones, 
Eloating down the winding streams 
"With impassive eyes tumed shoreward 
And a chant of undertones, — 
And the lotos leaning forward 
To help them into dreams. 

Eare ye well, farewell I 
The river-sounds, no longer audible, 
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Expire at Eden's door. 
Each footstep of yoiir treading 
Treada out some murmur which je heard before. 
Tarewell ! the streams of Edeii| 
Te shall hear nevermore. 
Bird'Spirit. 
I am tbe nearest nightîngale 
That singeth in Eden after you ; 
And I am singing loud and true. 
And Bweet, — I do not fail. 
I ait upon a cypress bough, 
Close to tbe gâte, and I fling my song 
Over tbe gâte and tbrougb tbe mail 
Of tbe warden angels marsballed strong, — 

Over tbe gâte and after you ! 
And tbe warden angels let it pass, 
Because tbe poor brown bird, alas, 

Sings in tbe garden, sweet and true. 
And I built my song of bigb pure notes, 
Note over note, beigbt over beigbt, 
Till I strike tbe arcb of tbe Infinité, 
' And I bridge abysmal agonies 
[ Witb strong, clear calms of barmonies,— 
And sometbing abîdes, and sometbing fioats. 
In tbe song wbicb I sing after you. 

Eare ye vrell, farewell ! 
Tbe creature-sounds, no longer audible, 
Expire at Eden' s door. 
Eacb footstep of your treadinjçç 
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Treads out some cadence which je heard before. 
Farewell ! the birds of Eden, 
Te shall hear nevermore. 
Flowerspirits. 

"We linger, we linger, 

The last of the throng, 
Like the tones of a singer 

Who loves his^own song. 
^ We are spirit-aromas 

Of blossom and bloom. 
We call your thoughts home as 

Te breathe our perfume, — 
To the amaranth's splendour 

Afire on the slopes ; 
To the lily-bells tender, 

And grey héliotropes ; 
To the poppy-plains keeping 

Such dream-breath and blee 
That the angels there stepping 

G-rew whiter to see : 
Tp the nook, set with moly, 

Te jested one day in, 
Till your smile waxed too holy 

And left your lips praying : 
To the rose in the bower-place, 

That dripped o'er you sleeping ; 
To the asphodel flower- place, 

Te walked ankle-deep in ! 
We pluck at your raiment, 

TOL. I. C 



18 



A DBAMA 07 EXILE. 



We stroke down your bair, 
We faint in our lament 

And pine into air. 

Tare ye well, farewell ! 
The Eden scents, no longer sensible, 

Expire at Eden' s door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
Treads ont some fragrance which ye kne\ç before. 

Pare well ! the flowers of Eden, 

Te shall smell nevermore. 

[There is silence. Adam and Eve Jly nn, and never look bacJ:. 
OrUy a colossal shadow, as of the dwrk Angel passing 
quicklj/, is cast vpon the Sword-glare. 



Scène. — The eaitremity of the Sword-glare. 

Adam. Pausing a moment on tbis outer edge 
Where the supernal sword-glare cuts in light 
The dark exterior désert, — hast thou strengtb, 
Beloved, to look behind us to the gâte ? 

Uve. Have I not strengtb to look up to thy face ? 

Adam» We need be strong : y on spectacle of cloud 
"Which seals the gâte up to the final doom, ^ 
la G-od's seal manifesfc. There seem to lie 
A hundred thunders in it, dark and dead ; 
The unmolten lightnings vein it motionless ; 
And, outward from its depth, the self-moved sword 
Swings slow its awful gnomon of red fire 
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From aide to side, in pendulous horror slow, 
Across the stagnant, ghastly glare thrown flat 
On the intermediate ground from that to this. 
The angelic hosts, the arcbangelic pomps, 
Thrones, dominations, priucedoms, rank on rank, 
Eising sublimely to the feet of God, 
On either side and overhead the gâte, 
Show like a glittering and sustainëd smoke 
Drawn to an apex. That their faces shine 
Betwixt the solemn clasping of their wir^gs 
Clasped high tô a silver point above their heads, — 
We only guess from hence, and not discem. 

Eve, Though we were near enough to see them shine, 
The shadow on thy face were awfuUer, 
To me, at least, — ^to me — than ail their light. 

Adam. "What is this, Eve ? thou droppest heavily 
In a heap earthward, and thy body heaves 
Under the golden floodings of thine hair ! 

Eve, O Adam, Adam ! by that name of Eve — 
Thine Eve, thy life — which suits me little now, 
Seeing that I now confess myself thy death 
And thine undoer, as the snake was mine, — 
I do adjure thee, put me straight away, 
Together with my name. Sweet, punish me ! 
O Love, be just ! and, ère we pass beyond 
The light cast outward by the fiery sword, 
Into the dark which earth must be to us, 
Bruise my head with thy foot, — as the curse said 
My seed shall the first tempter's ! strike with curse, 

c 2 
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As God struck in the garden ! and as he, 
Being satisfied with justice and with wrath, 
Did roU His thunder gentler at the close, — 
Thou, peradventure, may'st at last recoil 
To some soft need of mercy. Strike, mj lord î 
/, also, after terapting, writhe on the ground, 
And I would feed on ashes from thine hand, 
As suits me, O mj tempted ! 

Adam, My beloved, 

Mine Eve and life — have no other name 
For thee or for the sun than what ye are, 
My utter life and light ! If we have falleû, 
It is that we have sinned, — we : God is just ; 
And, since His curse doth comprehend us both, 
It must be that His balance holds the weights 
Of fîrst and last sin on a level. What ! 
Shall I who had not virtue to stand straight 
Among the hills of Eden, here assume 
To mend the justice of the perfect God, 
By piling up a curse upon His curse, 
Against thee — ^thee — 

Uve. Eor so, perchance, thy God, 

Might take thee into grâce for scoming me ; 
Thy wrath against the sinner giving proof 
Of inward abrogation of the sin. 
And so, the blessed angels might come down 
And walk with thee as erst, — I think they would,— 
Because I was not near to make them sad 
Or soil the rustling of their innocence. 
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Adam, Tliey know me. I am deepest in the guilt, 
If last in the transgression. 

Eve. TnoTJ ! 

Ada?n. If God, 

Who gave tlie right and joyaunce of tbe world 
Both unto thee and me, — gave thee to me, 
The best gift last, the last sin was the worst, 
Which sinned against more complément of gifts 
And grâce of giving. God ! I render back 
Strong bénédiction and perpétuai praise 
From mortal feeble lips (as incense-smoke, 
Out of a little censer, may fiU heaven), 
That Thou, in striking my benumbëd hands 
And forcing them to drop ail other boons 
Of beauty and dominion and delight, — 
Hast left this well-beloved Eve, this life 
Within life, this best gift between their palms, 
In gracions compensation ! 

JEJve. Is it thy voice ? 

Or some saluting angel's — calling home 
My feet into the garden ? 

Adam: O my God ! 

I, standing here between the glory and dark, — 
The glory of thy wrath projected forth 
From Eden's wall, the dark of our diatress 
Which settles a step off in that drear world — 
Lift up to Thee the hands from whence hath fallen 
Only creation's sceptre, — thanking Thee 
That rather Thou hast cast me out with her 
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Than lefb me lom of her in Paradise, 
"With angel looks and an gel songs around 
To show the absence of her eyes and voice, 
And make society fuU desertness 
"Without her use in comfort ! 

Eve, Where is loss ? 

Am I in Eden ? can another speak 
Mine own love' s tongue ? 

Adam, Because with lier, I stand 

Upright, as far as can be in this fall, 
And look away from heaven which doth accuse, 
And look away from earth which doth convict, 
Jnto her face, and crown my discrowned brow 
Out of her love, and put the thought of her 
Around me, for an Eden fuU of birds. 
And lift her body up — thus — to my heait, 
And with my lips upon her lips, — thus, thus, — 
Do quicken and sublimate my mortal breath 
Which cannot climb against the grave's steep sides 
But overtops this grief! 

Eve. I am renewed. 

My eyes grow with the light which is in thine ; 
The silence of my heart is full of sound. 
Hold me up — so ! Because I comprehend 
This human love, I shall not be afraid 
Of any human death ; and yet because 
I know this strength of love, I seem to know 
Death' s strength by that same sign. Kiss on my lips, 
To shut the door close on my rising soûl, — 
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Lest ît pass outwards in astonishment 
And leave thee lonely. 

Adam, Tet thou liest, Eve, 

Bent heavily on thyself across mine arm, 
Thy face flat to the sky. 

JEve. Ay ! and the tears 

Eunning, as it might seem, my life from me, 
They run so fast and warm. Let me lie so, 
And weep so, as if in a dream or prayer, 
Unfastening, clasp by clasp, the hard, tight thougbt 
Which clipped my heart and showed me evermore 
Loathed of thy justice as I loathe the snake, 
And as the pure ones loathe our sin. To-day, 
AU day, beloved, as we fled across 
This desolating radiance cast by swords 
Not suns, — ^my lips prayed soundless to myself, 
Striking against each other — * O Lord God !' 
('Twas so I prayed) * I ask Thee by my sin, 

* And by Thy curse, and by Thy blameless heavens, 

* Make dreadful haste to hide me from Thy face 
' And from the face of my beloved here 

* For whom I am no helpmeet, quick away 
' Lito the new dark mystery of death ! 

' I will lie stiU there, I wiU make no plaint, 

* I will not sigh, nor sob, nor speak a word, 

* Nor struggle to corne back beneath the sun 
' Where peradventure I might sin anew 

* Against Thy mercy and his pleasure. Death, 

* Oh death, whate'er it be, is good enough 



24 



A DBA.MA OF EXILE. 



* For such as I am. — While for Adam hère 

* No voice shall say again, in heaven or earth, 

* iif is not good for Mm to he alone,^ 

Adam. And was it good for such a prayer to pass, 
My unkind Eve, betwixt our mutual lives ? 
If I am exiled, must I be bereaved ? 

Eve. 'Twas an ill prayer : it shall be prayed no more ; 
And God did use it like a foolishness, 
G-iving no answer. Now my heart has grown 
Too high and strong for such a foolish prayer ; 
LoYe makes it strong : and since I was the first 
In the transgression, with a steady foot 
I will be first to tread from this sword-glare 
Into the outer darkness of the waste, — 
And thus I do it. 

Adam. Thus I follow thee, 

As erewhile in the sin. — What sounds ! what sounds ! 
I feel a music which comes straight from Heaven, 
As tender as a watering dew. 

Eve. I think 

That angels — not those guarding Paradise, — 
But the love-angels, who came erst to us, 
And when we said * Gon,' fainted unawarea 
Back from our mortal présence unto God, 
(As if He drew them inward in a breath) 
His name being heard of them, — I think that they 
With sliding voices lean from heavenly towers , 
Invisible but sracious. Hark — how soft ! 
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CHORUS OF INVISIBLE ANGELS. 
FcUitt and tender, 

Mortal man and woman, 

Go upon your travel ! 
Heaven assist the huinan 

Smoothly to unravel 
AU that web of pain 

Wherein ye are holden. 
Do ye know our voices 

Chanting down the Golden P 
Do ye guess our choice is, 

Being unbeholden, 
To be harkened by you yet again ? 

This pure door of opal 

God hath shut between us, — 
Us, his shining people, 

You, who once have seen us 
And are blinded new ! 

Yet, across the doorway, 
Past the silence reaching, 

Farewells evermore may, 
Blessing in the teaching. 

Glide from us to you. 
Mrst semichorus. 

Think how erst your Edon, 
Day on day succeeding, 
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"Witli our présence glowed. 
We came as if the Heavens were bowed 

To a milder music rare. 
Te saw us in our solemn treading, 

Treading down the steps of cloud, 
"While our wings, outspreading 
Double calms of whiteness, 
Dropped superfluous brightness 
Down from stair to stair. 
Second semichorus. 

Or oft, abrupt though tender, 

"While ye gazed on space, 
"We flashed our angel-aplendour 
In either human face. 
"With mystic lilies in our hands, 
Prom the atmospheric bands 
Breaking with a sudden grâce, 
"We took you unaware ! 
"While our feet struck glories 
Outward, smooth and fair, 
Which we stood on floorwise, 
Platformed in mid air. 
First semichortts. 

Or oft, when Heaven-descended, 
Stood we in your wondering siglit 
In a mute apocalypse ! 
With dumb vibrations on our lips 
Erom hosannas ended, 
And grand half-vanishings 
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Of the empyreal things 
"Within our eyes belated, 
Till the heavenly Infinité 
Falling off from the Created, 
Left our inward contemplation 
Opened into ministration. 
Chorus» 

Then upon our axle tuming 
Of great joy to sympathy, 
We sang out the morning 
Broadening up the sky. 
Or we drew 
Our music through 
The noontide's hush and heat and shine, 
Informed with our intense Divine ! 
Ititerrupted vital notes 
Palpitating hither, thither, 
Buming out into the œther, 
Sensible like fiery motes. 

Or, whenever twilight drifted 
Through the cedar masses, 
The globed sun we lifted, 
Trailing purple, trailing gold 
Out between the passes 
Of the mountûins manifold, 

To anthems slowly sung ! 
While he, avreary, half in swoon 
For joy to hear our climbing tune 
ïranspierce the stars' concentric rings,- 
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The burden of his glory flung 
In broken lights upon our wÎDgs. 
[Tke c/utnt dies away confusedly, and Lucifeb appcars. 

Luc, Now may ail fruits be pleasant to thy lips, 
Beautiful Eve ! The timeô have somewhat changed 
Since thou and I had talk beneath a tree, 
Albeit ye are not gods yet. 

JbJve. Adam! hold 

My right hand strongly. It is Lucifer — 
And we have love to lose. 

Adam, V the name of God, 

Go apart from us, 0 thou Lucifer ! 
And leave us to the désert thou hast made 
Out of thy treason. Bring no serpent-slime 
Athwart this path kept holy to our tears, 
Or we may ourse thee with their bittemess. 

Luc, Curse freely ! curses thicken. Why, this Eve 
Who thought me once part worthy of her car 
And somewhat wiser than the other beasts, — 
Drawing together her large globes of eyes, 
The light of which is throbbing in and out 
Their steadfast continuity of gaze, — 
Knots her fair eyebrows in so hard a knot. 
And doTyn from her white heights of womanhood 
Looks on me so amazed, — scarce should fear 
To wager such an apple as she plucked, 
Against one riper from the tree of life, 
That she could curse too — as a woman may — 
Smooth in the vowels. 
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Eve, So — speak wickedly ! 
I like it beat so. Let thy words be wounds, — 
For, 80, 1 shall not fear thy power to hurt. 
Trench on the forma of good by open ill — 
Eor, ao, I ahail wax atrbng and grand with scorn, 
Scoming myaelf for ever truating thee 
Aa far as tbinkîng, ère a snake ate duat, 
He could apeak wiadom. 

Zwc. Our new goda, it aeems, 

Deal more in tbundera tban in courteaiea. 
And, aooth, mine own Olympua, which anon 
I ahall build up to loud-voiced imagery 
From ail the wandering visiona of the world, 
May show worae railing than our lady Eve 
Poura o'er the rounding of her argent arm. 
But why ahould thia be ? Adam pardoned Eve. 

Adam, Adam loved Eve. Jehovah pardon both ! 

JEve. Adam forgave Eve — becauae loving Eve. 

Zttc. So, well. Tet Adam waa undone of Eve, 
As both were by the snake. Therefore forgive, 
In like vrise, fellow-temptress, the poor snake — 
Who stung there, not so poorly ! [Aside, 

Mve. Hold thy wrath, 

Beloved Adam ! let me anawer him ; 
For this time he speaks truth, which we should hear 
And asks for mercy, which I most should grant. 
In like wiae, as he teUs us — in like wise ! 
And therefore I thee pardon, Lucifer, 
Ab freely aa the streams of Eden flowed 
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When we were happy hj them. So, départ ; 
Leave us to walk the remnant of our time 
Out mildly in the désert. Do not seek 
To harm us anv more or scoff at us 
Or ère the duat be laid upon our face 
To find there the communion of the dust 
And issue of the dust. — Go. 

Adam. At once, go. 

Lm. Forgive ! and go ! Te images of clay, 
Shrunk somewhat in the mould, — what jest is this ? 
What words are thèse to use ? By what a thought 
Conceive ye of me ? Testerday — a snake ! 
To-day — what ? 

Adam, A strong spirit. 

^ve, A sad spirit. 

Adam. Perhaps a fallen angel. — Who shall say I 

Luc. Who told thee, Adam ? 

Adam. Thou I The prodigy 

Of thy vast brows and melancholy eyes 
Which comprehend the heights of some great fall. 
I think that thou hast one day worn a crown 
TJnder the eyes of God. 

Luc. And why of God ? 

Adam, It were no crown else. Verily, I think 
Thou'rt fallen far. I had not yesterday 
Said it so surely, but I know to-day 
Grief by grief, sin by sin ! 

Luc. A crown, by a crown. 

Adam. Ay, mock me! now I know more than I knew- 
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Now I know that thou art fallen below liope 
Of final re-ascent. 

Imc. Because ? 

Adam, Because 
A spirit 'wbo expected to see God 
Though at the last point of a million years. 
Could dare no mockeiy of a ruined man 
Such as tbis Adam. 

Luc, Wbo is bigb and bold — 

Be it said passing ! — of a good red clajr 
Discovered on some top of Lebancn, 
Or baply of Aornus, beyond sweep 
Of tbe black eagle's wing 1 A furlong lower 
Had made a meeker king for Eden. Sob I 
Is it not possible, by sin and grief 
(To give tbe things your names) tbat spirits sbould 
Instead of falling ? 

Adam, Most impossible. 

The Higbest being tbe Holy and tbe Glad, 
Wboever rises must approacb deligbt 
And sanctity in tbe act. 

Ltic. Ha, my clay- king I 

Tbou wilt not rule by wisdom very long 
Tbe affcer générations. Eartb, metbinks, 
Will disinberit tby pbilosopby 
For a new doctrine suited to tbine beirs, 
And class tbese présent dogmas witb tbe rest 
Of tbe old-world traditions, Eden fruits 
And Saurian fossils. 
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JEve, Speak no more with him, 

Beloved 1 it is not good to speak with hîm. 
Go from us, Lucifer, and speak no more ! 
We have no pardon which thou dost not scom, 
Nor any bliss, thou seest, for coveting, 
Xor innocence for staining. Being bereft, 
We would be alone. — Go. 

Luc, Ah ! ye talk the same, 

AU of you — spirits and clay — go, and départ ! 
In Heaven they said so ; and at Eden's gâte, — 
And here, réitérant, in the wilderness. 
None saith, Stay with me, for thy face is fair I 
None saith, Stay with me, for thy voice is sweet ! 
And yet I was not fashioned out of clay. 
Look on me, woman I Am I beautiful ? 

JEve, Thou hast a glorious darkness. 

Luc, Nothing more ? 

Eve. I think, no more. 

Lttc, False Heart — thou thinkest more ! 

Thou canst not choose but think, as I praise God, 
Unwillingly but fuUy, that I stand 
Most absolute in beauty. As yourselves 
Were fashioned very good at best, so we 
Sprang very beauteous from the créant Word 
Which thrilled behind us, God Himself being moved 
When that august work of a perfect shape 
His dignities of sovran angel-hood 
Swept out into the universe, — divine 
With thunderous movemeuts, eamest looks of gods, 
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And silver-solemn clash of cymbal wings ! 

Whereof was I, in motion and in form, 

A part not poorest. And yet, — ^yet, perhaps, 

This beautj which I speak of, is not here, 

As God's voice is not here, nor even my crown — 

I do not know. What is this thought or thing 

Which I call beauty ? is it thought, or thing ? 

it a thought accepted for a thing ? 
Or both ? or neither ? — a pretext — a word ? 
Its meaning flutters in me like a flame 
ÏÏnder my own breath : my perceptions réel 
For evermore around it, and fall off. 
As if ifc too were holy. 
M)e, Which it is. 

Adam. The essence of ail beauty, I call love. 
The attribute, the évidence, and end, 
The consummation to the inward sensé, 
Of beauty apprehended from vrithout, 
I still call love. As form, when colourless, 
Is nothing to the eye, — that pine-tree there, 
Without its black and green, being ail a blank, — 
So, without love, is beauty undiscerned 
In man or angel. Angel 1 rather ask 
What love is in thee, what love moves to thee. 
And what collatéral love moves on with thee ; 
Then shalt thou know if thou art beautiful. 

JLuc, Love ! what is love ? I lose it. Beauty and love 
I darken to the image. Beauty — love ! 

[ITe fades away, whUe a low rwmc saund». 
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Adam, Thou art pale, Eve. 

JEve, The précipice of ill 

Down this colossal nature, dizzies me — 
And, hark ! the starry harmony remote 
Seems measuring the heights from whence he fell. 

Adam. Think that we have not fallen so. By the hopc 
And aspiration, by the love and faith, 
We do exceed the stature of this angel. 

^ve, Happier we are than he is, by the death. 

Adam, Or rather, by the life of the Lord God I 
How dim the angel grows, as if that blast 
Of music swept him back into the dark. 
[^The nmsic is ttronger, gathering itaelf itUo tmcertam articidaiion. 

JShe. It throbs in on us like a plaintive heart, 
Pressing, with slow pulsations, vibrative, 
Its graduai sweetness through the yielding air, 
To Buch expression as the stars may use, 
Most starry-sweet and strange ! "With every note 
That grows more loud, the angel grows more dim, 
Eeceding in proportion to approach, 
Until he stand afar, — a shade. 

Adam, Now, words. 

SONG OF THE MORNING STAR TO LUCIFER. 
He fades tttterly mocey and vaniahes, as it proceeds. 

Mine orbëd image sinks 

Back from thee, back from thee, 

As thou art fallen, methinks, 
Back from me, back from me. 
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0 my light-bearer, 

Could another fairer 
Lack to thee, lack to thee f 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 
I loved thee with the fiery love of stars 
Who love by buming, and.by loving move, 
Too near the throned Jehovah not to love. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 
Their brows flash fast on me from gliding cars, 

Pale-passioned for my loss. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 

Mine orbed beats drop cold 

Down from thee, down from thee, 
As fell thy grâce of old 
Down from me, down from me. 
O my light-bearer, 
Is another fairer 
Won to thee, won to thee ? 
Ah, ah, Heosphoros, 
Great love preceded loss, 
Known to thee, known to thee. 
Ah, ah ! 

Thou, breathing thy communicable grâce 

Of life into my light, 
Mine astral faces, from thine angel face, 

Hast inly fed, 
And flooded me with radiance overmuch 

From thy pure height. 

Ah, ah I u 2 
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Thou, with calm, floatîng pinîons both ways epread, 

Erect, irradiated, 

Dîdst sting mj wheel of glory 

On, on before thee 
Along the Godlight by a quickening touch ! 

Ha, ba ! 

Around, around the firmamental océan 
I swam expandîng witb délirions fire ! 
Around, around, around, in blind désire 
To be drawn upward to the Infinité — 

Ha, ha ! 

XJntil, the motion flinging out the motion 
To a keen whirl of passion and avidity, 
To a dim whirl of languor and delight, 
I wound in girant orbits smooth and white 

With that intense rapidity. 

Around, around, 

I wound and interwound, 
While ail the cyclic heavens about me spun. 
Stars, planets, suns, and moons dilated broad, 
Then flashed together into a single sun, 

And wound, and wound in one. 
And as they wound I wound, — around, around.^ 
In a great fire I almost took for God 1 

Ha, ha, Heosphoros ! 

Thine angel glory sinks 

Down from me, down from me — 
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My beauty falls, methinks, 

Down from thee, down from thee ! 
O my light-bearer, 
0 my path-preparer, 
Gone from me, gone from me ! 
Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 
1 cannot kindle underneath the brow 
Of this new angel here, who is not Thou. 

x 

Ail things are altered smce that time ago, — 
And if I shine at eve, I shall not know. 
I am strange — I am slow. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 
ïïenceforward, human eyes of levers be 
The only sweetest sight that I shall see, 
"With tears between the looks raised up to me. 

Ah, ah ! 

When, having wept ail night, at break of day 
Above the folded hills they shall survey 
My light, « little trembling, in the grey. 
Ah, ah 1 

And gazing on me, such shall comprehend, 
Through ail my piteous pomp at mom or even 
And melancholy leaniug out of heaven, 
That love, thôir own divine, may change or end, 
That love may close in loss ! 
Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! 
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Scène. — Fariher on, A wild open cowwtry seen vagudy tn 

the approaching night, 

Adam, How doth the wide and melancholy earth 
Gather her hills around us, grej and ghast, 
And stare wîth blank significance of loss 
Eight in our faces ! Is the wind up ? 

Uve. Nay. 

Adam, And jet the cedars and the junîpers 
Eock slowly through the mist, without a sound, 
And shapes which have no certainty of shape 
Drift dusklj in and ont between the pines, 
And loom along the edges of the hiUs, 
And lie flat, curdling in the open ground — 
Shadows without a body, which contract 
And lengthen as we gaze on them. 

JEve, 0 life 

Which is not man's nor angel's ! "What is this ? 

Adam. No cause for fear. The circle of God's life 
Gontains ail life beside. 

£ve. I think the earth 

Is crazed with curse, and wanders from the sensé 
Of those firsjb laws affîxed to form and space 
Or ever she knew sin. 

Adam. We wiU not fear : 

We were brave sinning. 

Sve, Yea, T plucked the fruit 
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With eyes uptumed to heaven and seemg there 
Our god-thrones, as the tempter said, — not God. 
Mj heart, which beat then, sînks. Tbe sim hath sunk 
Out of sight with our Eden. 

Adam. Night is near. 

JEve, And God' s curse, nearest. Let us travel back 
And stand witbîn tbe sword-glare till we die, 
Belîeying it is better to meet deatb 
Than suffer désolation. 

Adam, Nay, beloved ! 

We must not pluck deatb from tbe Maker's band, 
As erst we plucked tbe apple : we must wait 
XJntil He gives deatb as He gave us life, 
Not murmur faintly o'er tbe primai gift 
Because we spoilt its sweetness witb our sin. 

£ve, Ab, ab ! dost tbou discern wbat I bebold P 

Adam. I see ail. How tbe spirits in tbine eyes 
Prom tbeir dilated orbits bound before 
To meet tbe spectral Dread ! 

JEve, I am afraid — 

Ab, ab ! tbe twiligbt bristles wild witb sbapes 
Oi intermit;tent motion, aspect vague 
And mystic bearings, wbicb o'ercreep tbe eartb, 
Keeping slow time witb borrors in tbe blood. 
How near tbey reacb . . . and far! How grey tbey move — 
Treading upon tbe darkness witbout feet, 
And fluttering on tbe darkness witbout wings ! 
Some run like dogs, witb noses to tbe ground ; 
Some keep one patb, like sbeep ; some rock like trees ; 
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Some giide like a fallen leaf ; and some flow on 
Copions 'as rivers. 



Like what p — coil like the serpent, when he fell 

Erom ail the emerald splendour of his height 

And writhed, and could not climb against the curse. 

Not a ring's length. I am afraid — afraid — 

I think it is God's will to make me afraid, — 

Permitting thèse to haunt us in the place 

Of His beloved angels — ^gone from ns 

Because we are not pure. Dear Pity of God, 

That didst permit the angels to go home 

And live no more with us who are not pure, 

Save U8 too from a loathly company — 

Almost as loathly in our eyes, perhaps, 

Aa fve are in the purest ! Pity us — 

Us too ! nor shut us in the dark, away 

From verity and from stability, 

Or what we name such through the precedence 

Of earth's adjusted uses, — leave us not 

To doubt betwixt our sensés and our soûls, 

Which are the more distraught and full of pahi 

And weak of appréhension. 

Adam, Courage, Sweet ! 

The mystic shapes ebb back from us, and drop 
With slow concentric movement, each .on each. — 
Expressing wider spaces, — and coUapsed 



Adam. 
And some coil . . . 
JEve, 



Some spring up like fire- 



Ah, ah ! dost thou pause to say 
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In lines more definite for imagery 
And clearer for relation, till the throng 
Of shapeless spectra merge into a few 
Distinguishable phantasms vague and grand 
"Which sweep ont and around us vastily 
And hold us in a circle and a calm. 

JEve, Strange phantasms of pale shadow ! there are 
twelve. 

Thou who didst name ail lives, hast names for thèse ? 

Adam. Methinks this is the zodiac of the earth, 
Which rounds us with a visionary dread, 
Eesponding with twelve shadowy signs of earth, 
In fantasque apposition and approach, 
To those celestial, constellated twelve 
"Which palpitate adown the silent nights 
XJnder the pressure of the hand of God 
Stretched wide in bénédiction. At this hour, 
Not a star pricketh the flat gloom of heaven î 
But, girdling close our nether wildemess, 
The zodiac-figures of the earth loom slow, — 
Drawn out, as suiteth with the place and time, 
In twelve colossal shades instead of stars, 
Through which the ecliptic line of mystery 
Strikes bleakly with an unrelenting scope, 
Foreshowing life and death. 

Eve. By dream or sensé, 

Do we see this ? 

Adam. Our spirits have climbed high 

By reason of the passion of our grief, 
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And, from the top of sensé, looked over sensé, 
To the significance and heart of things 
Bather than things themselves. 

^ve. And the dim twelve . 

Adam, Are dim exponents of the creature-life 
As earth contains it. Qaze on them, beloved ! 
By stricter appréhension of the sight. 
Suggestions of the créatures shall assuage 
The terror of the shadows, — what is known 
Subduing the imknown and taming it 
From ail prodigious dread. That phantasm, there, 
Présents a lion, albeit twenty times 
As large as any lion — with a roar 
Set soundless in his vibratory jaws, 
And a strange horror stirring in his mane. 
And, there, a pendulous shadow seeras to weigh — 
Good against ill, perchance ; and there, a crab 
Puts coldly out its graduai shadow-claws, 
Like a slow blot that spreads, — till ail the ground, 
Crawled over by it, seems to crawl itself. 
A bull stands homëd here with gibbous glooms ; 
And a ram likewise ! and a scorpion writhes 
Its tail in ghastly slime and stings the dark. 
This way a goat leaps with wild blank of beard ; 
And here, fantastic fishes duskly float, 
TJsing the calm for waters, while their fins 
Throb out quick rhy thms along the shallow air. 
While images more human 

JSve, How he stands, 
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That phantasm of a man — who is not thou ! 
Two phantasms of two men 1 

Adam, One that sustains, 

And one that striyes, — resumîng, so, the ends 
Of manhood's curse of labour.* Dost thou see 
That phantasm of a woman P — 

Mve, I have seen. 

But look off to those small hiimanities f 
Which draw me tenderly across my fear, — 
Lesser and fainter than mj womanhood 
Or yet thy malihood — with strange innocence 
Set in the misty lines of head and hand. 
They lean together ! I would gaze on them 
Longer and longer, till my watching eyes, 
As the stars do in watching anything, 
Should light them forward from their outline vague 
To clear configuration — 

Two spirits, of organic cmd inorg<mic natwre, arisefrom the growadf 

But what Shapes 
Bise up between us in the open space, 
And thrust me into horror, back from hope ! 

Adam, Colossal Shapes — twin sovran images, 
With a disconsolate, blank majesty 

* Adam reoognizes in Aquariuif the water-bearer^ and Sa^' 
tarius, the archer^ diRtinct types of the man bearing and the man 
combating, — ^the passive and active forms of human labour. I 
hope that the preceding zodiacal signs — transferred to the earthly 
shadow and représentative purpose— of Anes, Taurus, Cancer, 
Léo, Libra, Scorpio, Capricomus, and Pisces, arQ sufficiently ob- 
vions to the reader. 

t Her maternai instinct is exdted by Gemini, 
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Set in tlieir wondrous faces ! with no look, 
And yet an aspect — a signiûcance 
Of indiyidual life and passionate ends, 
Which overcomes us gazing. 

O bleak sound, 

0 shadow of sound, 0 pbantasm of thin sound 1 
How it cornes, wbeeling as the pale moth wheels, 
"Wheeling and wbeeling in continuons wail 
Around tbe cyclic zodiac, and gains force. 

And gatbers, settling coldly like a motb. 
On tbe wan faces of tbese images 
We see before us, — wbereby modiûed, 
It draws a straigbt line of articulate song 
From ont tbat spiral faintness of lament, 
And, by one voice, expresses many griefs. 
JS'irst ^pirit, 

1 am tbe spirit of tbe barmless eartb. 

God spake me sofbly ont among tbe stars, 
As softly as a blessing of mucb wortb ; 

And tben, SLis smile did follow unawares, 
Tbat ail tbings fasbioned so for use and duty 
Migbt sbine anointed witb His cbrism of beauty 

Yet I wail I 
I drave on witb tbe worlds exultingly, 

Obliquely down tbe Godligbt's graduai fall ; 
Tndividual aspect and complexity 

Of giratory orb and interval 
Lost in tbe fluent motion of deligbt 
Toward tbe bigb ends of Being beyond sigbt — 

Yet I wail î 
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Second Spirit. 
I am tbe spirit of the harmless beasts, 

Of flying things, and creeping things, and swimmiiïg ; 
Of ail the lives, erst set at silent feasts, 

That foond tbe loTe-kiss on the goblet brimming, 
And tasted in each drop within the measure 
The sweetest pleasure of their Lord*s good pleasure — 

Tet I wail ! 
What a foll hum of life around His lips 

Bore witness to the fullness of création ! 
How ail the grand words were full-laden ships 

Each sailing onward from enunciation 
To separate existence, — and each bearing 
The creatnre's power of joying, hoping, fearing ! 
• YetlwaQ! 

Uve. They wail, beloved ! they speak of glorj and 
God, 

And they wail — wail. That burden of the song 
Drops from it like its fruit, and heavily falls 
Into the lap of silence. 

Adam. Hark, again ! 

First Spirit 
I was so beautiful, so beautiiid, 

My joy stood up within me bold to add 
A Word to God's, — and, when His work was full, 

To * very good,' responded * yery glad !* 
Eiltered through roses, did the light enclose me, 
And bunches of the grape swam blue across me — 

Tet I wail ! 
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Second Spirit, 
I bounded with my panthers ! I rejoiced 

In my young tumbling lions rolled together ! 
My stag, the river at bis fetlocks, poised 

Tben dipped bis antlers tbrougb tbe golden weatber 
In tbe same ripple wbicb tbe alligator 
Left, in bis joyous troubling of tbe water — 

Yet I wail ! 

Mrsf Spirit. 
'O my deep waters, cataract and flood, 

Wbat wordless triumpb did your voices render ! 
O mountain-summits, wbere tbe angels stood 

And sbookfrom bead and wing tbick dews of splendeur! 
How, witb a boly quiet, did your Eartby 
Accept tbat Heavenly, knowing ye were wortby ! 

Yet I wail ! 

Second Spirit. 
O my wild wood-dogs, witb your listening eyes ! 

My borses — my ground-eagles, for swift fleeing ! 
My birds, witb viewless wings of barmonies, 

My calm cold fisbes of a silver being, 
How bappy were ye, lîving and possessing, 

0 fair balf-souls capaçious of full blessing ! 

Yet I wail ! 
First Spirit. 

1 wail, I wail ! Now bear my cbarge to-day, 
Tbou man, tbou woman, marked as tbe misdoers 

By God's sword at your backs ! I lent my clay 

To make your bodies, wbicb bad grown more flowers: 
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And now, in cîiange for wtat I lent, ye give me 
The thorn to vex, the teinpest-fire to cleave me — 

And I wail ! 
Second Spirit, 
I wail, I wail ! Behold ye that I fasten 

My sorrow's fang upon yoiir soûls disbonoured ? 
Accursed transgressors ! down the steep ye hasten, — 
Your crown's weight on the world, to drag it down- 
ward 

Unto your ruin. Lo ! my lions, scenting 
The blood of wars, roar hoarse and unrelenting — 

And.I wail! 

First Spirit. 
I wail, I wail ! Do you hear that I wail ? 

I had no part in your transgression — none. 
My roses on the bough did bud not pale, 

My rivers did not loiter in the sun ; 
Jwas obedient. "Wberefore in my centre 
Do I thrill at this curse of death and winter ? — 

Do I wail ? 

Second Spirit, 
I wail, I wail I I wail in the assault 

Of undeserved perdition, sorely wounded ! 
My nightingale sang sweet without a fault, 

My gentle léopards innocently bounded. 
We were obedient. What is this convulsés 
Our blameless life with pangs and fever puises ? 

And I wail ! 

Eve, I choose God's thunder and His angels' sworda 
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To die byj-Adam, rather than such words. 
Let us pass out and flee. 

Adam, "We cannot flee. 

This zodiac of the créatures' cruelty 
Curls round us, like a river cold and drear, 
And shuts us in, constraining us to hear. 

Mrst Spirit ' 
I feel your steps, 0 wandering sinners, strike 

A sensé of death to me, and undug graves ! 
The heart of earth, once calm, is trembling like 

The ragged foam along the ocean-wavès : 
The restless earthquakes rock against each other ; 
The éléments moan 'round me — * Mother, mother '— 

And I wail ! 

Second Spvrit, 
Tour melancholy looks do pierce me through ; 

Corruption swathes the paleifess of your beauty 
Why have ye done this thing ? What did we do 

That we should fall from bliss as ye from duty ? 
Wild shriek the hawks, in waiting for their jesses, 
Fierce howl the wolves along the wildemesses — 

And I wail ! 

Adam. To thee, the Spirit of the harmless earth, 
To thee, the Spirit of earth's harmless lives, 
Ii\ferior créatures but still innocent, 
Be salutation £rom a guilty mouth 
Yet worthy of some audience and respect 
Prom you who are not guilty. If we have sinned, 
God hath rebuked us, whô is over us 
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To give rebuke or death, and if je wail 

Because of any sufferîng from our sîn. 

Te who are under and not over us, 

Be satisfied with God, if not with us, 

And pass out from our présence in such peace 

As we have leffc you, to enjoj revenge 

Such as the Heavens have made you. Yerily, 

There must be strife between us, large as sin. 

Mve, "No strife, mine Adam ! Let us not stand high 
TJpon the wrong we did to reach disdain, 
Who rather shôuld be humbler evermore 
Since self-made sadder. Adam ! shall I speak — 
I who spake once to such a bitter end — 
Shall I speak humbly now, who once was proud ? 
I, schooled by sin to more humility 
Than thou hast, O mine Adam, 0 my king — 
Mif king, if not the world's ? 

Adam, Speak as thou wilt. 

Sve, Thus, then — my hand in thine — 

.... Sweet, dreadful Spirits ! 

I pray you humbly in the name of Q-od, 

Not to say of thèse tears, which are impure — 

Grant me such pardoning grâce as can go forth 

From clean volitions toward a spotted wiU, 

From the wronged to the wronger, this and no more j • 

I do not ask more. I am 'ware, indeed, 

That absolute pardon is impossible 

From you to me, by reason of my sin, — 

And that I cannot evermore, as once, 
VOL. I. s 
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With worthj acceptation of pure joy, 

Befaold tfae traaces of the holy hills 

Beneath the leaning stars, or watch the valos 

Dew-pallid with their moming ecstasy, — 

Or hear the winds make pastor£^ peàce hetweeu 

Two grassy uplands, — and the river- wells 

Work ont their bubbling mysteries underground, — 

And ail the birds sing, till for joy of song 

They lift their trembling wings as if to heave 

The too-much weight of music £rom their heart 

And âoat it up the œther. I am 'ware 

That thèse things I can no more apprehend 

With a pure organ into a full delight, — 

The sensé of beauty and of melody 

Being no more aided in me by the sensé 

Of Personal adjustment to those heights 

Of what I see well-formed or hear well-tuned, 

But rather coupled darkly and made ashamed 

By my percipiency of sin and fall 

In melancholy of humiliant thoughts. 

But, oh 1 fair, dreadful Spirits — albeit thia 

Your accusation must confront my soul, 

And your pathetic utterance and full gaze 

Must evermore subdue me, be content — 

Conquer me gently — as if pitying me, 

Kot to say loving ! let my tears fall thîck 

As watenng dews of Eden, unreproached ; 

And when your tongues reprove me, make me smoot 

Not ruffled — smooth and still with your reproof,' 
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And peradyenture better while more sad. 

For look to it, sweet Spirits, look well to it, 

It will not be amiss in you who kept 

The law of your own righteousness, and keep 

The right of your own griefs to moum themselves, — 

To pity me twice fallen, from that, and this, 

Prom joy of place, and also right of wail, 

* I wail ' being not for me — only * I sin.' 

Look to it, O sweet Spirits ! — 

For was I not, 
At that last sunset seen in Faradise, 
When ail the westering clouds flashed out in throngs 
Of sudden angel-faces, fSa^e by face, 
Ail hushed and solemn, as a thought of God 
Held them suspended, — ^was I not, that hour, 
The lady of the world, princess of life, 
Mistress of feast and faveur ? Could I touch 
A rose with my white hand, but it b^came 
Bedder at once ? Could I walk leisurely 
Along our swarded garden, but the grass 
Tracked me with greenness P Could I stand aside 
A moment underneath a comel-tree. 
But ail the leaves did tremble as alive 
With songs of fifty birds who were made glad 
Because I stood there ? Could I turn to look 
With thèse twain eyes of mine, now weeping fast, 
Now good for only weeping, — upon man, 
Angel, or beast, or bird, but each rejoiced 
Because I looked on him P Alas, alas ! 

B 2 
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And is not this mucb woe, to crj * alas !* 
Speaking of joj ? And îs not this more shame, 
To hava made the woe myself, from ail that joy ? 
To have stretched my hand,and plucked it from the tree, 
And chosen it for fruit ? Nay, is not this 
Still most despair, — to have halved that bitter fruit, 
And ruined, so, the sweetest friend I have, 
Turning the Geeatest to mine enemy ? 

Adam, I will not hear thee speak so. Harken, Spirits ! 
Our God, who is the enemy of none 
But only of their sin, hath set your hope 
And my hope, in a promise, on this Head. 
Show révérence, then, and never bruise her more 
With unpermitted and extrême reproach, — 
Lest, passionate in anguish, she ûing down 
Beneath your trampling feet, God's gift to us 
Of sovranty by reason and freewill, 
Sinning against the province of the Soul 
To rule the souUess. Eeverence her estate, 
And pass out from her présence with no words. 

^e, O dearest Heart, have patience with my heart ! 
O Spirits, have patience, 'stead of révérence. 
And let me speak, for, not being innocent, 
It little doth become me to be proud. 
And 1 am prescient by the very hope 
And promise set upon me, that henceforth 
Only my gentleness shall make me great, 
My humbleness exalt me. Awful Spirits, 
Be witness that I stand in your reproof 
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But one sun's length off from my happiness — 
Happy, as I hâve said, to look around, 
Clear to look up I — ^And now ! I need not speak — 
Te see me what I am ; ye scom me so, 
Because ye see me what I hâve made myself 
Prom God's best making ! Alas, — peace foregone, 
Love wronged, and virtue forfeit, and tears wept 
TJpon ail, vainly ! Alas, me ! alas, 
Who bave nndone myself from ail tbat best 
Eairest and sweetest, to this wretcbedest 
Saddest and most defiled — cast out, cast down — 
Wbat Word metes absolute loss ? let absolute loss 
Suffice you for revenge. For I, who lived 
Beneath the wings of angels yesterday, 
"Wander to-day beneath the roofless world ! 
J, reigning the earth's empress yesterday, 
Put off from me, to-day, your hate with prayers I 
J, yesterday, who answered tho Lord God, 
Composed and glad as singing-birds the sun, 
Might shriek now from our dismal désert, * God,* 
And hear Him make reply, * What is thy need, 
Thou whom I cursed to-day ?' 

Adam. Eve I 

Hve. ly attlast, 

Who yesterday was helpmate and delight 
Unto mine Adam, am to-day the grief 
And curse-mete for him ! And, so, pity us, 
Ye gentle Spirîts, and pardon him and me, 
And let some tender peace, made of our pain, 
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Grow up betwixt us, as a tree might grow, 

With bouglis on both sides. In the shade of which, 

"Wben presently ye shall behold us dead, — 

For the poor sake of our bumility, 

Breathe ont jour pardon on our breatbless lîps, 

And drop your twilight dews against our brows, 

And stroking wîtb mild airs our barmless hands 

Left empfcy of ail fruit, perceire your loye 

Distilling through your pity over us, 

And sufiTer it, self-reconciled, to pass. 

LuoiFEB rises in the cMe, 

Luc, Who talks here of a complément of grief? 
Of expiation wrought by loss and fall ? 
Of bate subduable to pity ? Eve ? 
Take counsel from tby counsellor tbe snake, 
And boast no more in grief, nor bope from pain, 
My docile Eve ! I teacb you to^despond, 
"Wbo taugbt you disobedience. Look around 
Earth-spirits and pbantasms bear you talk unmoved, 
As if ye were red clay again and talked ! 
Wbat are your words to them ? your grief to them ? 
Your deatbs, indeed, to them P Did the hand pause 
Eor their sake, in the plucking of the fruit, 
That they should pause for you^ in hating you ? 
Or will your grief or death, as did your sin, 
Bring change upon their final doom ? Behold, 
Tour grief is but your sin in the rebound. 
And cannot ezpiate for it. 
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Adam, That is true. 

Imc. Ay, that is true, The clay-kmg testifies 
To the snake's counsel, — hear him ! — ^very true. 

Earth Spirits. I wail, I wail ! 

Luc. And certes, that is true. 

Te wail, ye ail waO. Peradventure I 
Could wail among you. 0 thou universe, 
That holdest sin and woe, — more room for wail I 

Distant starry voice. Ah, ah, Heosphoros ! Heosf 
phoroB I 

Adam. Mark Lucifer. He changes awfiilly. 

Uve. It seems as if he looked from grief to God 
And could not see Him ! —wretched Lucifer ! 

Adam. How he stands — ^yet an angel 1 

Earth Spirits. We àll wail ! 

Imc. (qfter a pame.) Dost thou remember, Adam, 
when the curse 
Took us in Eden ? On a mountain-peak 
Half-sheathed in primai woods and glittering 
In spasms of awful sunshine at that hour, 
A lion couched, part raised upon his paws, 
With bis calm, massive face tumed fuU on thine, 
Ind his mane lîstening. When the ended curse 
Left silence in the world, right suddenly 
He sprang up rampant and stood straight and stiff, 
As if the new reality of death 
Were dashed against his eyes, and roared so flerce, 
(Such thick carnivorous passion in his throat 
Tearing a passage through the wrath and fear) 
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And roared so wild, and smote from ail the hiUs 
Such fast, keen echoes crumbling down the vales 
Precipitately, — ^that the forest beasts, 
One after one, did mutter a response 
Of savage and of sorrowful complaint 
Which trailed along the gorges. Then, at once, 
He fell back, and rolled crashing from the height 
Into the dusk of pines. 

Adam. It might baye been. 

T heard the curse alone. 

JEarth Spirits. I wail, I wail ! 

Luc. That lion is the type of what I am. 
And as he fiied thee with his full-faced hate, 
And roared, 0 Adam, comprehending doom, 
So, gazing on the face of the TJnseen, 
I cry ont hère between the Heavens and Earth 
My conscience of this sin, this woe, this wrath, 
Which damn me to this depth. 

Uarth Spirits. I wail, I wail 1 

Ih)e. I wail— O God ! 

Imc. I scom you that ye wail, 

Who use your pretty griefs for pedestals 
To stand on, beckoning pity from without, 
And deal in pathos of antithesis 
Of what ye were forsooth, and what ye are ; — 
I scom you like an angel 1 Tet, one cry 
I, too, would drive up like a column erect, 
Marble to marble, from my heart to Heaven, 
A monument of anguîsh to transpierce 
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And overtop your vapoury complaintB 
Eipressed from feeble woes. 

Ea/rth Spirits, I \çail, I wail ! 

Luc. For, O ye Heavens, ye are my witnesses, 
That J, struck out from nature in a blot, 
The outcast and the mildew of things good, 
The leper of angels, the excepted dust 
TJnder the common rain of daily gifts,— 
I the snake, I the tempter, I the cnrsed, — 
To whom the highest and the lowest alike 
Say, Go from us — we have no need of thee, — 
"Was made by God like others. Good and fair, 
He did create me !— ask Him, if not fair ! 
Ask, if I caught not fair and silverly 
His blessing for chief angels on my head 
Until it grew there, a erown crystallized ! 
Ask, if He never ealled me by my name, 
Lucifer — kindly said as * Gabriel' — 
Lucifer — soft as * Michael!' while serene 
I, standing in the glory of the lamps, 
Answered * my Pather,' innocent of shame 
And of the sensé of thunder. Ha ! ye think, 
White angels in your niches,— ! repent, 
And would tread down my own offences back 
To service at the footstool ? thafs read wrong ! 
I cry as the beast did, that I may cry — 
Ezpansiye, not appealing ! Eallen so deep, 
Against the sides of this prodigious pit 
I cry — cry — dashing out the hands of wail 
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On each side, to meet anguisb everjwhere, 
And to attest it in tbe ecstasj 
And exaltation of a woe sustained 
Because proyoked and chosen. 

Fass along 

Your wildemess, vain mortals ! Puny griefs 

In transitory shapes, be bencefortb dwarfed 

To jour own conscience, by tbe dread extrêmes 

Of wbat I am and bave been. If ye bave fallen, 

It is but a step's fall,-*-tbe wbole gronnd beneatb 

Strewn woolly soft witb promise ! if ye bave sinned, 

Tour prayers tread bigb as angels ! if ye bave grieved, 

Ye are too mortal to be pitiable, 

Tbe power to die disproves tbe rigbt to grieve. 

GK) to ! ye call tbis ruin ? I balf-scom 

Tbe ill I (îid you î "Were ye wronged by me, 

Hated and tempted and undone of me, — 

Still, wbat's your burt to mine of doing burt, 

Of batiug, tempting, and so ruining P 

Tbis sword's hilt is tbe sbarpest, and cuts tbrougb 

Tbe band tbat wields it. 

Go — I curse you ail. 
Hate one anotber — feebly — ^as ye can ; 
I would not certes eut you sbort in bate, 
Par be it irom me ! bate on as ye can I 
I breatbe into your faces, spirits of eartb, 
As wintry blast may breatbe on wintry leaves 
And lifting up tbeir brownness sbow beneatb 
Tbe brancbes bare. — Beseecb you, spirits, give 
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To Eve who beggarly entreats youp love 
For her and Adam when tbey shall be dead, 
An answer ratber fitting to tbe sin 
Than to tbe sorrow — as tbe Heavens, I trow, 
For justice' sake gave tbeirs. 

I cuïse you botb^ 
Adam and Eve I Say grâce as afber meat, 
After my curses. May your tears fall bot 
On ail tbe biseing scoms o' tbe créatures bere, — 
And yet rejoice. Increase and multiply, 
Ye in your générations, in ail plagues, 
Corruptions, melancbolies, poverties, 
And bideous forms of life and fears of deatb, — 
Tbe tbougbt of deatb being alway eminent 
Immoveable and dreadful in your life. 
And deafly and dumbly insignificant 
Of any bope beyond, — as deatb itself, 
Wbicbever of you lietb dead tbe fîrst, 
Sball seem to tbe survivor — ^yet rejoice ! 
My curse catcb at you strongly, body and soul, 
And Hb find no rédemption — ^nor tbe wing 
Of serapb move your way ; and yet rejoice I 
Eejoice, — because ye bave not, set in you, 
Tbis bate wbicb sball pursue you — tbis fire-bate 
Wbicb glares witbout, because* it bums witbîn — 
Wbicb kills from asbes — tbis potential bate, 
Wberein I, ange], in antagonism 
To God and bis reflex béatitudes, 
Moan ever in tbe central universe 
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With the great woe of striving against Love — 
And gasp for space amid the Infinité, 
And toss for rest amid the Desertness, 
Self-orphaned by mj will, and self-elect 
To kingship of résistant agony 
Toward the Good round me — ^hating good and love, 
And willing to hate good and to hate love, 
And willing to will on so evermore, 
Scoming the past and damning the To come— 
Go and re joice I I curse you. [Ltjoiteb vanishes. 
Earih Spirits, 

And we scom you ! there's no pardon 

Which can lean to you aright. 
When your bodies take the guerdon 
Of the death-curse in our sight, 
Then the bee that hummeth lowest shall transcend you : 
Then ye shall not move an eyelid 

Though the stars look down your eyes ; 
And the earth which ye defilëd, 
Shall expose you to the skies, — 
^ Lo I thèse kings of ours, who sought to comprehend 
you.' 
First Spirit. 

And the éléments shall boldly 

Ail your dust to dust constrain. 
Unresistedly and coldly 

I will smite you with my rain. 
Prom the slowest of my frosts is no receding. 
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Second Spirit, 
And my little worm, appointed 

To assume a royal part, 
Ho sliall redgn, crowned and anointed, 
O'er the noble human heart. 
Give him counsel against losing of that Eden ! 
Adam, Do ye scorn us ? Back your scorn 
Toward your faces grey and lorn, 
As the wind drives back the rain, 
Thus I drive with passion-strife, 
I who stand beneath God's sun, 
Made like God, and, thougb undone, 
Not unmade for love and life. 
Lo ! ye utter threats in vain. 
By my free will tbat chose sin, 
By mine agony witbin 
Eound the passage of the fîre, 
By the pinings which disclose 
That my native soul is higher 
Than what it chose, 
"We are yet too high, O Spirits, for your disdain. 
Eve. "Naj, beloved 1 If thèse be low, 

We confront them from no height. 
We have stooped down to their level 
By infecting them with evil, 
And their scorn that meets our bîow 

Scathes aright. 
Amen. Let it be so. 
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JEa/rth Spirit». 

We shall triumpli — trîumph greatîy 

When ye lie beneatb the sward. 
There, our lily shall grow stately 
Though ye answer not a word, 
And her fragrance shall be scomful of your silence ; 
"While your throne ascending calmly 

"We, in heirdom of your eoul, 
Flash the river, lift the palm-tree, 
The dilated océan roll 
By the thoughts tha,t throbbed within you, round the 
islands. 

Alp and torrent shall inherit 

Tour significance of wiU, 
And the grandeur of your spîrit 

Shall our broad sayannahs fill ; 
In our winds, your exultations shall be springing. 
Even your parlance which inveigles, 

By our rudeness shall be won. 
Hearts poetic in our eagles 

Shall beat up against the sun . 
And strike downward in articulate clear singing. 

Tour bold speeches, our Behemoth 
With his thunderous jaw shall wield. 

Tour high fancies, shall our Mammoth 
Breathe sublimely up the shield 
Of St.Michael at Ood's throne, who waits to speed himl 
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Till the beavens' smootli-groovëd thunder 

Spinning back, sball leave tbem clear, 
And tbe angels smilîng wonder 

Witb dropt looks from spbere to spbere, 
Sball cry, ' Ho, ye beirs of Adam ! ye exceed bim.' 
Adam, Boot ont tbine eyes, sweet, from tbe dreary 
ground. 

Beloved, we may be overcome by God, 
But not by tbese. 

Eve. By God, perbaps, in tbese. 

Adam, I tbmk, not so. Had God foredoomed 
despair 

He bad not spoken bope. He may destroy 
Certes, but not deceive. 

JSve, Bebold tbis rose ! 

I plucked it in our bower of Paradise 
Tbis moming as I went fortb, and my beart 
Has beat against its petals ail tbe day. 
I tbougbt it would be always red and full 
As wben I plucked it — Is it ? — ye may see ! 
I cast it down to you tbat ye may see, 
AU of you ! — count tbe petals lost of it, 
And note tbe colours fainted ! ye may see ! 
And I am as it is, wbo yesterday 
Grew in tbe same place. O ye spirits of earth, 
I almost, from my misérable beart, 
Could bere upbraid you for your cruel beart, 
Wbicb wiU not let me, down tbe slope of deatb, 
Draw any of your pity after me. 
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Or lie still in the quiet of your looks, 
As my flower, there, in mine. 

[il hleak wind, quickened wUh indistinct humcm voices, tpms 
arownd the ea/rth-zodiaCf jilling the cvrcle toi^ its présence ; 
and then wailing off into the east, carries the rose away 
ioith it, EvEfaUs vpon herface. Adam, stands erect. 

Adam, 80, verily, 

The last départs. 

Mje. So Memory follows Hope, 

And Life both. Love said to me, * Do not die,* 
And I replied, * O Love, I wiU not die. 
I eziled and I will not orphan Love.' 
But now it is no choice of mine to die — 
My heart throbs from me. 

Adam. Call it straigbtway back« 

Death*s consummation crowns completed life. 
Or cornes too early. Hope being set on thee 
For otbers, if for others then for thee, — 
For thee and me. 

[Tlie wind revolves from the east, and round agam to the east, 
perfumed hy the Eden-rosCf a/ndfuU qfvoices which sweep 
OfU into articulation as theypass, 

Let thy seul shake its leaves 
To feel the mystic wind — hark l 
Uve, I hear life. 

Infant voices passmg in the toind. 
O we live, O we live — 
And this life that we receive 
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Is a warm tbing and a new, 
Which we softly bud into . 
From tbe beart and from.tbe brain, — 
Sometbing strange tbat overmucb is 

Of tbe Sound and of tbe sigbt, 
Flowing round in trickling toucbes, 

"Witb a sorrow and deligbt, — 
Tet is it ail in vain ? 

* 

Eock us sofîblj, 
Lest it be ail in vain. 
Youthful voices passing, 
O we live, O we live — 
And tbis life tbat we acbieve, 
Is a loud tbing and a bold, 
Wbicb witb puises manifold 
Strikes tbe beart out fuU and fain — 
Active doer, noble liver, 

Strong to struggle, sure to conquer, 
Tbougb tbe vessePs prow will quiver 

At tbe lifting of tbe ancbor : 
Tet do we strive in vain ? 
Infant voices passing, 

Eock us softly, 
Lest it be ail in vain. 
Poet voices passing, 

O we live, O we live — 
And tbis life tbat we conçoive, 
Is a clear tbing and a fair, 
"Wbicb we set in crystal air 
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Tbat its beauty may be plain ! 
Witb a breathing and a flooding 

Of the heaven-life on the whole, 
While we hear the forests buddin? 

To the music of the aoal — 
Tet is it tuned in vain ? 
Infant voices passin^, 

Eock us softly, 
Lest it be ail in vain. 
Philosophie voices pasdng. 
O we live, O we live^ 
And this life that we perceive, 
Is a great thing and a grave, 
Which for others' use we have, 
Duty-laden to remain. 
"We are helpers, fellow-creatures, 
Of the right against the wrong, 
"We are eamest-hearted teachers 

Of the truth which maketh strong- — 
Tet do we teach in vain ? 
Infant voices passing. 

Bock us softlj 
Lest it be ail in vain. 
Revel voices passing, 

0 we live, O we live — 
And this life that we reprieve, 
Is a low thing and a Mght, 
Which is jested out of sight, 
And made worthjr of disdaîn ! 
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Strike with bold electrio kughter 
The high tops of things divine — 

Tum thy head, mj brother, after, 
Lest thy tears fall in my wine ; — 

Eor is ail laughed in vain P 
Infant voices pcutsvng. 

Bock us sof tly, 
Lest it be ail in vain. 

3ve, I hear a sound of life — of life like ours — 
Of laughter and of wailing, of grave speech, 
Of little plaiptive voices innocent, 
Of life in separate courses flowing out 
Like our four rivers to .some outward main. 
I hear life — life ! 

Adam. And, so, thy cheeks have snatched 

Scarlet to paleness, and thine eyes drink fast 
Of glory from full cup», and thy moist Kps 
Seem trembling, both of them, with earnest doubts 
Whether to utter words or only smile. 

Mve, ShaU I be mother of the coming life ? 
Hear the steep générations, how they fall 
Adovrn the visionary stairs of Time 
Like supematural thunders — far, yet near, — 
Sowing their fiery echoes through the hills. 
Am I a cloud to thèse — mother to thèse ? 

Earih Sptrits. And bringer of the curse upon ail 
thèse. . [Eté sinks dovm again» 

Poet voices passing, 

O we live, O we live — 

f2 
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And tliis life that we conceive, 
Is a noble thing and higli, 
"Which we climb up loftily 
To view God without a stain ; 
Till, recoiling where the sbade is, 

We retread our steps again, 
And descend tbe gloomy Hades 

To résume man's mortal pain. 
Sball it be climbed in vain ? 
Infant voices pctamig. 

Bock us softlj, 
Lest it be ail in vain. 
Love voices passing, 

0 we live, O we live— 

And this life we would retrieve, 

Is a faithful thing apart 

Which we love in, heart to heart, 

TJntil one heart fitteth twain. 

* Wilt thou be one with me ? ' 

* I will be one with thee.* 

* Ha, ha 1 — ^we love and live I ' 
Alas ! ye love and die. 
Shriek — who shall reply ? 
For is it not loved in vain ? 

Infant voices pasmtg. 

Bock us Boflbly, 
Though it be ail in vain. 
Aged voices passing, 

O we live, O we live — 
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And this life we would survive, 
ïs a gloomy thing and brief, 
Whîch, consummated in gnef, 
Leaveth ashes for ail gain. 
Is it not ail in vain ? 
Infant voices passing, 

Eock us softly, 
Though it be ail in vain. [Voices die away. 
Harih Spirits, And bringer of the curse upon ail 
thèse. 

JSve, The voices of foreshown Humanitj 
Die off ; — so let me die. 

Adam. So let us die, 

"When God's wiU soundeth the right hour of death. 

Uarth Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon ail 
thèse. 

JSve, 0 Spirits ! by the gentleness ye use 
In winds at night, and floating clouds at noon. 
In gliding waters under lily-leaves. 
In chirp of crickets, and the settling hash 
A bird makes in her nest with feet and -wings, — 
Fulfil your natures now ! 

Uarth Spirits, Agreed, allowed ! 

We gather out our natures like a cloud. 
And thus fulfil their lightnings ! Thus, and thus ! 
Harken, O harken to us I 

First Spirit, 

As the storm-wind blows bleatly from the norland. 
As the snow-wind beats blindly on the moorland. 
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As the BÎmoom drives hot across thé désert, 
As thè thunder roars deep in the TJnmeasiired, 
As tlie torrent tears the océan- world to atoms, 
As the Whirlpool grinds it fathoms below fathoms, 

Thus, — and thus ! 
Second Spirit. 

As the yellow toad, that spits its poison chilly, 
As the tiger, in the jungle crouching stillj, 
As the wild boar, with ragged tusks of anger, 
As the wolf-dog, with teeth of glittering clangour, 
As the vultures, that scream against the thunder, 
As the owlets, that sit and moan asunder, 

Thus, — and thus ! 
Uvè, Adam! God! 

Adam. Cruel, unrelenting Spirits I 

By the power in me of the sovran soul 
Whose thoughts keep pace yet with the angel's march, 
I charge you into silence — tràmple you 
Bown to obédience. — am king of you I 
Earth Spirits. 

Ha, ha I thou art king ! 

With a sin for a crown, 

And a soul undone I 

Thou, the antagonized, 

Tortured and agonized^ 

Held in the ring 

Of the zodiac I 

Now, king, beware 1 

We are many and strong 
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Whom thou standest among, — 

And we press on the air, 

And we stifle thee back, 

And we multiply where 

Thou wouldst trample us down 

From rights of our own 

To an utter wrong— 
And, from under the feet of thy scom, 
O forlorn, 

We Bhall spring up like com, 

And our stubble be strong. 
Adam, God, there is power in Thee ! I make appeal 
Unto thy kingship. 

I]ve, There is pity in Thes, 

0 sinned against, great God 1 — My seed, my seed, 
There is hope set on Thee — I cry to thee, 
Thou mystic Seed that shalt be ! — leave us not . 
In agony beyond what we can bear, 
Eallen in debasement below thunder-mark, 
A mark for scoming — taunted and perplext 
By ail thèse créatures we ruled yesterday, 
Whom thou, Lord, rulest alway. O my Seed, 
Through the tempestuous years that rain so thick 
Betwixt my ghostly vision and thy face, 
Let me have token ! for my seul is bruised 
Before the serpent's head is. 

[A vinon of Chbist appears in Hie midtt of the zodiac, vohÀch 
pcUes h^ore the heamnly lighL The Earth SpirUè grow 
greyer cmdfainter. 
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ChBIST. I AM HEBE ! 

Adam. This is God ! — Curse us not, G6d,*any more. 

JEve, But gazing so — so — with omnifîc eyes, 
Lift my soul upward till it touch thy feet 
Or lift it only, — not to seem too proud, — 
To the low heigbt of some good angeFs feet, 
For such to tread on when he walketh straiglit 
And thy lips praise him. 

Cheist. Spirits of the earth, 

I meet you with rebuke for the reproach 
And cruel and unmitigated blâme 
Te cast upon your masters. True, they have sinned ; 
And true their sin is reckoned into loss 
For you the sinless. Tet, your innocence, 
Which of you praises ? since God made your acts 
Inhérent in your lives, and bound your hands 
With instincts and imperious sanctities 
From self-defacement ? Which of you disdains 
Thèse sinners who in falling proved their heigbt 
Above you by their liberty to fall ? 
And which of you complains of loss by them, 
For whose delight and use ye have your life 
And honour in création ? Fonder it ! 
This regent and sublime Humanity 
Though fallen, exceeds you ! this shall film your sun, 
Shall hunt your lightning to its lair of cloud, 
Tum back your rivers, footpath ail your seas, 
Lay flat your forests, master with a look 
Your lion at his fasting, and fetch down 
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Tour eagle flying. Nay, without this law 

Of mandom, ye would perish, — beast by beast 

Devouring, — tree hj tree, with strangling roots 

And trunks set tuskwise. Te would gaz-e on God 

"With imperçeptive blankness up the stars, 

And mutter, * Why, God, hast thou made us thusP' 

And pining to a sallow idîocy 

Stagger up blindly against the ends of life, 

Then stagnate into rottenness and drop 

Heavily — poor, dead matter— piecemeal down 

The abysmal spaces — ^like a little stone 

Let fall to chaos. Therefore over you 

Eeceive man's sceptre, — therefore be content 

To minister with voluntary grâce 

And melancholy pardon, every rite 

And function in you, to the human hand. 

Be ye to man as anfi:els are to God, 

Servants in pleasure singersofdeHght, 

Suggesters to his soul of higher things 

Than any of your highest. So at last, 

He shall look round on you with lids too straight 

To hold the grateful tears, and thank you well, 

And bless you when he prays his secret prayers. 

And praise you when he sings his open songs 

For the clear song-note he has leamt in you 

Of purifying sweetness, and extend 

Across your head his golden fantasies 

Which glorify you into soul from sensé ! 

Go, serve him for such price. That not in vain 
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Nor y et ignobly ye sball serve, I place $ 

My Word hère for an oath, mine oath for act 

To be hereaffcer. In the name of which 

Perfect rédemption and perpétuai grâce, 

I bless you tbrougb the hope and through the peace 

"Which are mine, — ^to the Love, which ia myself. 

JEve, Speak on still, Christ. Albeit thou bless me not 
In set words, I am blessed in harkening thee — 
Speak, Christ. 

Chbist. Speak, Adam. Bless the woman, man< — 
It is thine ofl&ce. 

Adam, Mother of the world, 

Take heart before this Présence. Lo, my voice, 
Which, naming erst the créatures, did express 
(God breathing through my breath) the attributes 
And instincts of each créature in its name, 
Moats to the same afflatus, — floats and heaves 
Like a water-weed that opens to a wave, 
A full-leaved prophecy affecting thee, 
Out fairly and wide. Hencèforward, arise, aspire 
To ail the calms and magnanimities, 
The lofty uses and the noble ends, 
The sanctified dévotion and full work, 
To which thou art elect for evermore, 
First woman, wife, and mother. 

Uve, And first in sin. 

Adam, And also the sole bearer of the Seed 
Whereby sin dieth ! raise the majesties 
Of thy disconsolate brows, 0 well-beloved, 



A DEAMA or EXILE. 75 

I 

And front with level eyelids the To come, 
And ail the dark o' the world. Eise, woman, rise 
To thy peculiar and best altitudes 
' Of doing good and of enduring ill, 
Of comforting for ill, and teaching good, 
And reconcilîng ail that ill and good 
Unto the patience of a constant hope, — 
Bise with thy daughters I If sin came by thee, 
And by sin, death, — ^the ransom-righteousness 
The heavenly life and compensative rest 
Shall come by means by thee. If woe by thee 
Had issue to the world, thou shalt go forth 
An angel of the woe thou didst achieve, 
Found acceptable to the world instead 
Of others of that name, of whose bright steps 
Thy deed stripped bare the hills. Be satisfied ; 
Something thou hast to bear through womanhood, 
Peculiar suffering answering to the sin,— 
Some pang paid down for each new human life, 
Some weariness in guarding such a life, 
Some coldness from the guarded, some mistrust 
Prom thosethou hast too well served,from those beloved 
Too loyally some treason ; feebleness 
"Within thy heart, and cruelty without, 
And pressures of an alien tyranny 
With its dynastie reasons of larger boues 
And stronger sinews. But, go to ! thy love 
Shall chant itself its own béatitudes 
After its own life-working. A child's kiss 
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Set on thy sighing lips, shall make thee glad ; 
A poor man served by thee, shall make thee rich ; 
A sick man helped by thee, shall make thee strong ; 
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sensé 
Of service which thou renderest. Such a crown 
I set upon thy head, — Christ witnessing 
"With looks of prompting love — to keep thee clear 
Of ail reproach against the sin forgone, 
From ail the générations which succeed. 
Thy hand which plucked the apple, I clasp close, 
Thy lips which spake wrong counsel, I kiss close, 
I bless thee in the name of Paradise 
And by the memory of Edenic joys 
Eorfeit and lost, — by that last cypress tree 
Qreen at the gâte, which thrilled as we came out, 
And by the blessed nightingale which threw 
Its melancholy music after us, — 
And by the flowers, whose spirits full of smells 
Did foUow sofbly, plucking us behind 
Back to the graduai banks and vemal bowers 
And fourfold river-courses. — By ail thèse, 
I bless thee to the contraries of thèse, 
I bless thee to the désert and the thoms, 
To the elemental change and turbulence. 
And to the roar of the estranged beasts, 
And to the solemn dignities of grief, — 
To each one of thèse ends, — and to their end 
Of Death and the hereafter ! 
Eve. I accept 
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For me and for my daughters this high part 
Which lowly shall be counted. Noble work 
Sball hold me in the place of garden-rest, 
And in the place of Eden's lost delight 
"Worthy endurance of permitted pain ; 
"While on my longest patience there shall wait 
Death's speechless angel, smiling in the east 
Whence cometh the cold wind. I bow myself 
Humblj henceforward on the ilt I did, 
That humbleness may keep it in the shade. 
Shall it be so ? shall I smile, saying so P 

0 Seed ! O King ! O God, who shalt be seed, — 
What shall I say ? As Eden's fountains swelled 
Brightly betwizt their banks, so swells my soul 
Betwixt thy love and power ! 

And, sweetest thoughts 
Of foregone Eden ! now, for the first time 
Since God said ' Adam,' walking through the trees, 

1 dare to pluck you as I plucked erewhile 
The lily pr pink, the rose or héliotrope. 

So pluck I you — 80 largely — with both hands, 
And throw you forward on the outer earth 
Wherein we are cast out, to sweeten it. 

Adam. As thou, Christ, to illume it, holdest Heaven 
Broadly over our heads. 

[The Christ is grackuiUy tram^gwred dwrmg the foUaving 
phrases oj dialogu/ey into humanUy and suffering» 
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Thou standest mute in glory, like the sun. 

Adam. "We worship in Thy silence, Saviour Christ. 

^ve. Thy brows grow grander with a forecast woe, — 
Diviner, with the possible of death ! 
We worship in Thy sorrow, Saviour Christ. 

Adam. How do Thy elear, still eyea transpierce our 
soûls, 

As gazing through them toward the Father-throne 
In a pathetical, fuU Deity, 
Serenely as. the stars gaze through the air 
Straight on each other. 

Eve. 0 pathetic Christ, 

Thou standest mute in glory, like the moon. 

Cheist. Etemity stands alway fronting God ; 
A stem colossal image, with blind eyes 
And grand dim lips that murmur evermore 
God, God, God ! while the rush of life and death, 
The roar of act and thought, of evil and good, 
The avalanches of the ruining worlds 
Tolling down space, — the new worlds' genesis 
Budding in fire, — the graduai humming growth 
Of the ancient atoms and first forms of earth, 
The slow procession of the swathing seas 
And firmamental waters, — and the noise 
Of the broad. fluent strata of pure airs, — 
Ail thèse flow onward in the intervals 
Of that reiterated sound of — God ! 
Which woiiD, innumerous angels straightway lift 
Wide on celestial altitudes of song 
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And choral adoration, and then drop 

The burden softly, shutting the last notes 

In silver wings. Howbeit in the noon of time 

Eternity shall wax as dumb as Death, 

While a new voice beneath the sphères shall cry, 

* Q-od ! why hast thou forsaken me, my God ?' 

And not a voice in Heaven shall answer it. 

[The tranafigv/ratwn is complète in sadness, 

Adam, Thy speech is of the Heavenlies, y et, O Christ, 
Awfiilly human are thy voice and face. 

JEJve. My nature overcomes me from thine eyes. 
Chetst. In the set noon of time, shall one from 
Heaven, 

An angel fresh from looking upon God, 
Descend before a woman, blessing her 
With perfect bénédiction of pure love, 
For ail the world in ail its éléments, 
For ail the créatures of earth, air, and sea, 
For ail m en in the body and in the seul, 
Unto ail ends of glory and sanctity. 

JSve, 0 pale, pathetic Christ — I worship thee ! 
I thank thee for that woman ! 

Cheist. Then, at last, 

I, wrapping round me your humanity, 
Which being sustained, shall neither break nor burn 
Beneath the fire of Godhead, will tread earth, 
And ransom you and it, and set strong peace 
Betwixt you and its créatures. "With my pangs 
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I will confront jour sins ; and since those sins 

Have sunken to ail N'ature's lieact from jours, 

The tears of mj clean soul shall follow them 

And set a holy passion to work clear 

Absolute consécration. In my brow 

Of kingly whiteness, shall be crowned anew 

Your discrowned hum an nature. Look on me I 

As I shall be uplifted on a cross 

In darkness of éclipse and anguish dread, 

So shall I lift up in my piercëd hands, 

Not into dark, but light — ^not unto death, 

But life, — beyond the reach of guilt and grief, 

The whole création. Henceforth in mv name 

Take courage, 0 thou woman, — ^man, take hope ! 

Tour grave shall be as smooth as Eden's sward, 

Beneath the steps of your prospective thoughts, 

And, one step past it, a new Eden-gate 

Shall open on a hinge of harmony 

And let you through to mercy. Te shall fall 

Ko more, within that Eden, nor pass out 

Any more from it. In which hope, move on, 

Eirst sinners and first moumers. Live and love, — 

Doing both nobly, because lowlily. 

Live and work, strongly, because patiently. 

And, for the deed of death, trust it to Q-od 

That it be well done, unrepented of. 

And not to loss. And thence, with constant prayers 

Fasten your soûls so high, that constantly 

The smile of your heroic cheer may float 
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Abové ail floods of earthly agonies, 
Purification being the joy of pain. * 

vision of Chbist imnishea. Adam and Eve stcmd m an 
ecstasy. The earth-zodiac pales away shade hy'shade, as 
the stars, star hy star, shine ovt in the sky ; and tke foU 
lowinff (harU from tfie two '£arth Spirits ( as they sweep 
back into the zodiac and disappear with it ) acQpmpanies 
the process of change, 

Earth Spirits, 

By the mighty word thus spoken 

Both for living and for dying, 
"We our homage-oath, once broken, 
Pasten back again in sighing, 
And the créatures and the éléments renew their cove- 
nanting. 

Here, forgive us ail our scoming ; 

Here, we promise milder duty : 
And the evening and the morning 
Shall re-organize in beauty 
A sabbath day of sabbath joy, for universal chanting. 

Aiid if, still, this melancholy 

May be strong to overcome us. 
If this mortal and unholy 

"We still fail to cast ont from us. 
If we tum upon you, unaware, your own dark in- 
fluences, — 
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If ye tremble when surrounded 

our forest pine and palm-trees, 
If we cannot cure the wounded 

With our gum-trees and our balm-trees, 
And if your soûls ail moumfully sit down among y our 
sensés, — 

Tet, 0 mortals, do not fear us, 

"We are gentle in our languor ; 
Much more good ye shall have near us 
Than any pain or anger, 
And our God's refracted blessing in our blessing shall 
be given. 

By tbe desert's endless vigil 

We will solemnize your passions, 
By the wheel of the black eagle 
We wiU teach you exaltations, 
When he sails against the wind, to the white spot up 
in Heaven. 

Ye shall find us tender nurses 
To your weariness of nature, 
And our hands shall stroke the curse's 
Dreary furrows from the créature, 
Till your bodies shall lie smooth in death and straight 
and slumberful. 

Then, a couch we will provide you 
Where no summer beats shall dazzle, 
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Strewing on you and beside you 
Thyme and rosemary and basil, 
And the yew-tree shall grow overhead to keep ail safe 
and cool. 

TiU the Holy blood awaited 

Shall be chrîsm around us running, 
Whereby, newiy-consecrated 

We shall leap ùp in Qod*s sunning, 
To join the spheric company which purer worlds as- 
semble. 

"While, renewed by new evangels, 

Soul-consummated, made glorious, 
Ye shall brîghten past the angels, 
Ye shall kneel to Christ victorious, 
And the rays around His feet beneath your sobbing 
lips shall tremble. 

[The phantcuHc vision has aU pcused; the eœrth-zodiac has 
hrohen Uke a helt, and ia diuolved from the désert, The 
Earth Spirits vanish, cmd the stcurs shim out ahove. 



CHORUS OF INVISIBLE ANGELS, 
While Adam cmd Evb cuivmce iaUo the désert, Kand in hand, 

Hear our heavenly promise 
Through your mortal passion ! 

Love, ye shall hâve from us, 
In a pure relation. 

o 2 
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As a fish or bird 

Swims or Aies, if moving, 
"We unseen are heard 

To live on hj loving. 
!Far above the glances 
Of your eager eyes, 
Listen 1 we are loving. 
Listen, throiigh man's ignorances, 
Listen, through God's mysteries, 
Listen down the heart of things, — 
Ye shall hear our mystie wings 
Murmurous with loving. 
Through the opal door 
Listen evermore 
How we live by loving ! 
Mrst semichorus. . 

"When your bodies therefore 

Beach the grave their goal, 
Softly will we care for 

Each enfranchised soul. 
Softly and unlothly 
Through the door of opal 
Toward the Heavenly people, 
Floated on a minor fine 
Into the full chant divine, 

"We will draw you smoothly, — 
While the human in the minor 
Makes the harmony diviner. 
Listen to our loving 1 
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Second semichorus. 

There, a sough of glory 

Shall breathe on jou a& you corne, 
Buffling round the doorway 

AU the light of angeldom. 
From the empyrean centre 

Heavenly voices shall repeat, 
* Soûls redeemed and pardoned, enter, 

Por the chrism on you is sweet.' 
And every angel in the place 
Lowlily shall bow his face, 

Folded faîr on softencd sounds, 
Because upon your hands and feet 

He images his Master's wounds. 
Listen to pur loving 1 

First semichorw. 

So, in the universels 

Consummated undoing, 
Our seraphs of whîte mercies 

Shall hover round the ruin. 
Their wings shall stream upon the âaine 
As if incorporate of the same 

In elemental fusion, 
And calm their faces shall bum out 
With a pale and mastering thought. 
And a stéadfast looking of désire 
From out between the clefts of fire, — 
While they cry, in the Holy's name, 
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To the final Eestitution. 
Listen to our loving 1 
Second semichorus. 

So, when the day of God is 

To the tbick graves accompted, 
Awaking the dead bodies 

The angel of the trumpet 
Shall split and shatter the earth 

To the roots of the grave 
Which never before were slackened. 

And quicken the charnel birth 
Wîth bis blast so clear and brave 

That the Dead shall start and stand ^rect, 
And everj face of the bnrial-place 
Shall the awful, single look refiect 

Wherewith he them awakened. 
Listen to our loving ! 
First semichorus, 

But wild is the horse of Death. 
He will leap up wild at the damour 

Above and beneath. 

And where is bis Tamer 

On that last day, 

When he crieth, Ha, ha ! 

To the trumpet's blare, 
And paweth the earth's Aceldama? 

Wben he tosseth bis bead, 

The drear-white steed, 
And gbastlily cbampetb the last moon-ray — 
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"What angel there 
Can lead liim away, 
That the living may rule for the Dead 
Second semichorm. 

Tet a Tamee shall be found I 

One more bright than serapb crowned, 

And more strong tban cberub bold, * 

Elder, too, tban angel old, 

By bis grey eternities. 

He sball master and surprise 

Tbe steed of Deatb. 
For He is strong, and He is fain. 
He sball quell bim witb a breatb. 
And sball lead bim wbere He will, 
Witb a wbisper in tbe ear, 

Full of fear, 
And a band upon tbe mane^ 
G-rand and still. 
First semichorus. 
Tbrougb tbe flats of Hades wbere tbe soûls assemble 
He will guide tbe Deatb-steed calm between tbeir 
ranks, 

AYbile, like beaten dogs, tbey a little moan and tremble 
To see tbe darkness curdle from tbe borse's glittering 
âanks. 

Tbrougb tbe flats of Hades wbere tbe dreary sbade is, 
Up tbe steep of Heaven will tbe Tamer guide tbe 
steed, — 

Up tbe spberic circles, eircle above circle. 
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We who count the âges, shall count the tolling tread — 
Every hoof-fall striking a blinder, blanker sparkle 
From the stony orbs, which shall show as they were 
dead. 
Second aemichorus, 
AU the way the Death-steed with tolling hoofs shall 
* travel, 

Ashen grey the planets shall be motionless as stones, 
Loosely shall the Systems eject their parts coaeval. 
Stagnant in the spaces shall float the pallid moons : 
Suns that touch their apogées, reeling from their level, 
Shall run back on their azles, in wild, low broken tunes. 
Chorus, 

Up against the arches of the crystal ceiling, 
From the horse's nostrils shall steam the blurting 
breath : 

Up between the angels pale with silent feeling, 
"Will the Tamer calmly lead the horse of Death. 
8emicTiorîi8, 

Cleaving ail that silence, cleaving ail that glory, 
"Will the Tamer lead him straightway to the Throne ; 
* Look out, O Jehôvah, to this I bring before Thee 
With a hand nail piercëd, I who am thy Son.' 
Then the Eye Divinest, from the Deepest, flaming. 
On the mystic courser shall look out in fire : 
Blind the beast shall stagger where It overcame him, 
Meek as lamb at pasture, blcodless in désire. 
Down the beast shall shiver, — slain amid the taming, — 
A nd, by Life essential, the phantasm Death expire. 
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Ckortis. 

Listen, man, through life and deatb, 
Through the dust and through the breath, 
Lîsten down the heàrt of things ! * 
Te shaU hear our mystic wings 
Murmurons with lôving. 
A Voice from heloto. Gabriel, thon Gabriel ! 
A Voice from àbove, "What wouldst ihou with me ? 
Firat Voice, Iheard thy voice soundinthe angels' song 
Ax^à I would give thee question. 
àedond Voice, Question me- 

First Voice. Why have I called thrice to my Moming 
Star 

And had no answer p Ail the stars are out, 
And answer in their places. Only in vain 
I cast my yoice against the outer rays 
Of my Star shut in light behind the sun. 
"No more reply than from a breaking string, 
Breaking when toucbed. Or is she not my star ? 
"Where is my Star — my Star ? Haye ye cast down 
Her glory like my glory ? bas she waxed 
Mortal, like Adam P bas she learnt to hate 
Like any angel P 

Second Voice, She is sad for thee. 
Ail things grow sadder to thee, one by one. 

Angel chorus, 

Live, work on, O Earthy ! 
By the Actnal's tension 
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Speed the arrow worthy 
Of a pure ascension. 
Prom the low eartli round you, 
y Keach the heights above you : 

From the stripes that wound you, 

Seek the loves that love you. 1 
God's divinest bumeth plain 
Through the crystal diaphane 
Of our loves that love you. 
First Voice. Gabriel, O Gabriel! 
Second Voice, What wouldst thou vdth me P 
FvratVoice, Is it tnie, O thou Gabriel, that the crown 
Of sorrow which I claimed, another claims ? 
That He claims that too P 

Second Voice, Lost one, it is true. 

Fvrst Voice, That He will be an exile from His 
Heaven, 
To lead those exiles homeward P 

Second Voice, It is true. 

Firat Voice, That Hif will be an exile bv His wiU, 
As I by mine élection P 

Second Voice, It is true. 

Firat Voice, That I shall stand sole exile fînally, — 4 
Made desolate for fruition P 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voice. Gabriel! 

Second Voice, I hearken. 

First Voice, Is it true besides — 

Aright true — that mine orient Star will give 
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Her name of * Bright and Morning-Star ' to Him, — 
And take the faimess of His virtue back 
To cover loss and sadness P 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voice, XJNtrue, TJirtrue ! 0 Moming-Star, O 
Mine, 

"VVho sittest secret in a veil of L'ght 
Far up the starry spaces, say — TTntrue ! 
Speak but so loud as dotb a wasted moon 
To Tyrrhene waters. I am Lucifer. 

[A pame. Silence tn the stars. 
Ail things grow sadder to me, one by one. 

Angel chorus. 

Exiled human créatures, 

Let y our hope grow larger : 
Larger grows the vision 

Of the new delight. 
From thiô chain of Naturels 

Grod is the Discharger, 
And the ActuaPs prison 

Opens to y our sight. 
Bemichorus, 

Calm the stars and golden 

In a light exceeding : 
"What their rays have measured 

Let your feet fulfil. 
Thèse are stars beholden 

By your eyes in Eden, 
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Tet, across tlie désert, 
See them sliining still. 

Chorus. 

Puture joy and far light 

"Working such relations, 
Hear us singing gently 

Exiled 18 not lost, 
God, aboyé the starlight, 
^ God, above the patience, 

Shall at last présent ye 

Guerdons worth the cost. 
Patiently enduring, 

Painfully surrounded, 
Listen how we love you, 

Hope the uttermost. 
"Waiting for that curing 

Which exalts the wounded, 
Hear us sing above you — 

EXILED, BUT NOT LOST I 

IThe 8tcw8 àhim on hrighdy whUe Adam cmd Eve purme their 
way into the far wUdemess, There ta a aovnd Ihrough the 
silence, as of ikefaUing tears of an angd. 
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I look for Angels' songs, and bear Him cnr. 

GILX8 VLSTCHEB. 
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PAET THE PIEST. 

[Tt i» the Hme of the Ontci/ixion ; and the cmgeU of heaven have 
departed towards the earth, except the two seraphiiu, Ador 
the Strong amd Zesah ihe BrigTu One, 

The place is the <mter aide of the ehut heavenly gaie."] 

Ador. O SEBAPH, pause no more. 
Besîde this gâte of heaven we stand alone. 
Zerah. Of heaven! 

Ador. Our brother hosts are gone — 

Zerah. Are gone before. 

Ador. And the golden harps the angels bore 

To help the songs of their désire, 

Still buming from their hands of fire, 

Lie without touch or tone 
Upon the glass-sea shore. 
Zerah. Silent upon the glass-sea shore ! 
Ador. There the Shadow from the throne 

Formless with infînity 

Hovers o'er the crystal sea 
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Awfuîler than light derived, 
And red with those primsBval beats 
"Whereby ail life bas lived. 
Zeràh, Our visible God, our beavenly Beats ! 
Ador, Eeneatb us sinks tbe pomp angelical, 
Cberub and serapb, powers and virtues, ail, 

Tbe roar of wbose descent bas died 
To a still Sound, as tbunder into rain. 

Immeasurable space spreads magiiified 
"Witb tbat tbick life, along tbe plane 
Tbe worlds slid out on. "Wbat a fall 
And eddy of wings innumerous^ crossed 
By trailing curis tbat bave not lost 
Tbe glitter of tbe God-smile sbed 
On every prostrate angel's liead ! 
Wbat gleaming up of bands tbat fling 
Tbeir bornage in retorted rays, 
From bigb instinct of worsbipping, 
And babitude of praise ! 
Zerah, Eapidly tbey drop below us. 

Pointed palm and wing and baîr 
Indistinguisbable sbow us 
Only puises in tbe air 
Tbrobbing witb a fiery beat, 
As if a new création hèard 
Some divine and plastic word, 
And trembling at its new-found being, 
Awakened at oor feet. 
Ador. Zerab, do not wait for seeing. 
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His voice, His, tbat thrills us so 
As we our harpstrings, uttered Go^ 
JBehoïd the Soly in his woe. 
And ail are gone, eave thee and — 
Zerah. Thee ! 

Ador. I stood the nearest to the throne 
In hierarchical degree, 
What time the Voice said Oo, 
And whether I was moved alone 
By the storm-pathos of the tone 
Which swept through heaven the alien name of woe. 
Or whether the subtle glory broke. 
Through my strong and shielding wings, 
Bearing to my finite essence 
Incapacious of their présence, 
Infinité imaginings, 
None knoweth save the Throned who spoke ; 
But I who at création stood upright 
And heard the God-breath move 
Shaping the words that lightened, * Be there light,' 
ISov trembled but with love, 
Now fell down shudderingly, 
My face upon the pavement whence I had towered, 
As if in mine immortal overpowered 
By God's eternity. 
Zerah. Let me wait ! — let me wait ! — 
Ador, 'NsLj, gaze not backward through the gâte. 
God fills our heaven with God's own solitude 
Till ail the pavements glow. 

VOL. I. H 
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His Godbead beîng no more- subdued 
By itself, to glories low 

"Whicb seraphs can sustam, 
Wbat if thou, in gazing so, 
Sbouldsfc bebold but only one 
Attribute, tbo veil undbne — 
Even tbat to which we dare to press 
Nearest, for its gentleness — 

Ay, His love ! 
How tbe deep ecstatic pain 
Tby being's strengtb would capture I 
Without language for tbe rapture, 
Witbout musîc strong to corne 

And set tbe adoration free, 
Por ever, ever, wouldst tbou be 
Amid tbe gênerai cborus dumb, 
God-stricken to serapbic agony. 
Or, brotber, wbat if on tbine eyes 
In vision bare sbouid rise 
Tbe life-fount wbence His band did gatber 
Witb Bolitary force 
Our immortalities ! 
Straigbtway bow tbine own would witber, 
Falter like a buman breatb, 
And sbrink into a point like deatb, 
By gazing on its source ! — 
My words bave imaged dread. 
Meekly bast tbou bent tbine bead, 
And dropt thy wings in languishment 
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Overclouding foot and facç, 

As if God's throne were emineDC 

Before thee, in the place. 

Tet not — ^not so, 

0 loving spirit and meek, dost thon fulfii 
The suprême "Will. 

Not for obeisanee but obédience, 
Gi?e motion to thy wings. Départ from hence. 
The voice said * Q-o.* 
Zerah Beloved, I départ. 
His will is as a spirit within my spirit, 
A portion of the being I inherit. 
His will is mine obédience. I resemble 
A flame ail undefilëd though it tremble ; 

1 go and tremble. Love me, O beloved ! 

O.thou, who stronger art, 
And standest ever near the Infinité, 

Pale with the light of Light, 
Love me, beloved 1 me, more newly made, 

More feeble, more afraid ; 
And let me hear with mine thy pinions moveu, 
As close and gentle as the loving are, 
That love being near, heaven may not seem so far. 
Ador, I am near thee and I love thee. 
"Were I loveless, from thee gone, 
Love is round, beneath, above thee, 
God, the omniprésent One. 
Spread the wing, and lift the brow. 
"Well-beloved, what fearest thou P 

n 2 
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Zerah, I fear, I fear — 
Ador. What fear ? 

Zerah, The fear of eartb. 

Ador. Of earth, the God-created and Q-od-praised 
In tlie hour of birth ? 
Where every nighfc tlie moon in light 
Doth lead the waters silver-faced ? 
Where every day the sun doth lay 
A rapture to the heart of ail 

The leafy and reeded pastoral, 
As if the joyous shout which burst 

IVom angel lips to see him first, 
Had left a silent echo in his ray ? 

Zerah, Of earth — the God-created and God-curst, 
Where man is, and the thorn. 
Where sun and moon have borne 
No light to soûls forlom. 
Where Eden's tree of life no more uprears 
Its spiral leaves and fruitage, but instead 
The yew-tree bows its melancholy head 
And ail the undergrasses kills and seres. 

Ador, Of earth the weak, 
Made and unmade ? 

Where men that faint, do strive for crowns that fade ? 
Where, having won the profit which they seek, 
They lie beside the sceptre and the gold 
With fleshless hands that cannot wield or hold, 
And the stars shine in their unwinking eyes? 
Zerah. Of earth the bold, 
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Where tlie blind matter wrîngs 
An awful potence ont of impotence, 
Bowing the spiritual things 

To the things of sensé. 
Where the human will replies 
With ay and no, 

Because the human puise is quick or slow. 
Where Love succumbs to Change, 
With only his own memories, for revenge. 
\.nd the feffrful mystery — 
Ador, called Death ? 

Zerah,' 'Naj^ death is fearful, — but who saith 
* To die,' is compréhensible. 
What's fearfuller, thon knowest well, 
Though the utterance be not for thee, 
Lest it blanch thy lips from glory — 
Ay ! the cursed thing that moved 
A shadow of ill, long times ago, 
Across our heaven's own shining floor, 
And when it vanished, some who were 
On thrones of holy empire there, 
Did reign — were seen — were — never more. 
Corne nearer, O beloved I 
Ador, I am near thee. Didst thou bear theo 

Ever to this earth ? 
Zerah, Before. 

When thrilling from His hand along 
Its lustrons path with spheric song 
The earth was deathless, sorrowless. 
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tJiifearing, then, pure feet miglit press 
The grasses brightening with their feet, 
For God's owBt voice did mix itè sound 
In a solemn confluence oft 
With the rivera' fl^owing round, 
And the life-tree's waving soft. 
Beautiful new earth and strange ! 
Ador. Hast thou seen it since — the change ? 
Zeràh, Nav, or wherefore should I fear 
To look upon it now ? " * 
•I have beheld the ruined things 
Only in depicturings 
Of angels from an earthly mission, — 
Strong one, even upon thy brow, 
"When, with task completed, given 
^Back to us in that transition, 
I have beheld thee silent stand, 
Abstracted in the seraph band, 
Without a smile in heaven. 
Ador. Then thou wast not one of those 
Whom the loving Father chose 
In visionary pomp to sweep 
O'er JudsBa's grassy places, 
O'er the shepherds and the sheep, 
Though thou art so tender ? — dimming, 
Ail the stars except one star 
With their brighter kinder faces. 
And using heaven's own tune in hymning, 
While deep response frora earth's own mountains ran, 
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* Peace upon earth, goodwill to man.' 

Zerah, * Qlory to Q-od.' I said amen afar. 
And those wbo from that earthly mission are, 

Within mine ears have told 
That the seven everlasting Spirits did hold 
With Buch a sweet and prodigal constraint 
The meaning y et the mystery of the song 
What time they sang it, on their natures strong, 
That, gazing down on earth' a dark steadfastness 
And speaking the new peace in promises, 
The love and pity made their voices faint 
Into the low and tender music, keeping 
The place in heaven of what on earth is weepmg. 

Ador, Peace upon earth. Come down to it. 

Zerah. Ah me ! 

I hear thereof uncomprehendingly. 
Peace where the tempest, where the sighing is, 
And worship of the idol, 'stead of His ? 

Ador, Tea, peace, where He is. 

Zerah. Ile 1 

Say it again. 

Ador. Where He is. 

Zerah. Can it be 

That earth retains a tree 
Whose leaves, like Eden foliage can be swayed 
By the breathing of His voice, nor shrink and fade ? 

Ador. There is a tree ! — it hath no leaf nor root ; 
Upon it hangs a curse for ail its fruit : 
Its shadow on His head is laid. 
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For He, the crownëd Son, 
Has left his crown and throne, 
"Walks earth in A dam' s clay, 
Eve's snake to bruise and slay — 
Zerah, Walks earth in clay ? 
Ador, And walking in the clay which He created, 
He through it shall touch death. 
"WTiat do I utter ? what conceive ? did breath 
Of démon howl it in a blaspbemy ? 
Or was it mine own voice, informed, dilated 
By the seven confluent Spirits ? — Speak — answer me ! 
Who said man's victim was his Deity F 
Zerah, Beloved, beloved, the word came forth from 
thee. 

Thine eyes are roUing a tempestuous light 

Above, below, around, 
As putting thunder-questîons without cloud, 

Beverberate without sound, 
To universal naturels depth and height. 
The tremor of an inexpressive thought 
Too self-amazed to shape itself aloud, 
O'erruns the awful curving of thy lips ; 
And while thine hands are stretched above, 

As newly they had caught 
Some lightning from the Throne, or showed the Lord 

Some retributive sword, 
Thy brows do altemate with wild éclipse 
And radiance, with contrasted wrath and love, 
As G-od had called thee to a seraph's part, 
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With a man's quailing heart. 
Ador, O heart — O heart of man ! 
O ta' en from human clay 
To be no seraph's but Jehovah's own I 
Made holy in the taking, 
• And yet unseparate 
From death's perpétuai ban, 
And human feelîngs sad and passionate : 
ïtiU subject to the treacherous forsaking 
Of other hearts, and its own steadfast pain. 
O heart of man— of Qod ! which Qod has ta' en 
From out the dust, with its humanity 
Moumful and weak yet innocent around it, 
And bade its many puises beating lie 
Beside that incommunicable stir 
Of Deit}'^ wherewith He interwound it. 
O man I and is thy nature so defiled 
That ail that holy Heart' s devout law-keeping, 
And low pathetic beat in déserts wild, 
And gushings pitiful of tender weeping 
For traitors who consigned it to such woe — 
That ail could cleanse thee not, without the flow 
Of blood, the life-blood — Sis — and streaming so 
O earth the thundercleft, windshaken, where 
The louder voice of * blood and blood' doth rise, 
Hast thou an altar for this sacrifice ? 

O heaven 1 O vacant throne I 
O crownëd hiérarchies that wear your crown 
"When His is put away ! 
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Are ye unshamëd that ye cannot dim 
Tour alien brightness to be liker Him, 
Assume a human passion, and down-lay 
Tour sweet secureness for congenial fears, 
And teach your cloudless ever-burning eyes 
The mystery of His tears ? 
Zerah, I am strong, I am strong. 

Were I never to see my heaven again, 

I would wheel to eartb like the tempest rain 

Which sweeps there with an exultant sound 

To lose its life as it reaches the ground. 

I am strong, I am strong. 

Away from mine inward vision swim 

The shining seats of my heavenly birth, 

I see but His, I see but Him — 

The Maker's steps on His cruel earth. 

"Will the bitter herbs of earth grow sweet 

To me, as trodden by His feet ? 

"Will the vexed, accurst humanity, 

As W0131 by Him, begin to be 

A blessed, yea, a sacre d thing 

For love and awe and ministering ? 

I am strong, I am strong. 
By our angel ken shall we survey 
His loving smile through His woeful clay ? 

I am swift, I am strong, 
The love is bearing me along. 
Ador. One love is bearing us along. 
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PART THE SECOND. 

[Mid'air, above JvdcBa, Ador and Zebah a/re a lûtle apart 
fr<m the visible angelic hosts.] 

Ador, Beloved ! dost thou see ? — 
Zerah, Thee, — thee. 

Thy burning eyes already are 

Grown wild and mournful as a star 

Whose occupation is for aye 

To look upon the place of clay 
"Whereon thou lookest now. 

The crown is fainting on thy brow 

To the likeness of a cloud, 

The forehead's self a little bowed 

Prom its aspect high and holy, 

As it would in meekness meet 

Some seraphic melancholy : 

Thy very wings that lately flung 

An oiitline clear, do flicker here 

And wear to each a shadow hung, 
Dropped across thy feet. 

In thèse strange contrasting glooms 

Stagnant with the scent of tomba,. i 
Seraph faces, O my brother, 
Show awfully to one another. 

j 
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Ador, Dost thou see ? 
Zeràh. Even so ; I see 

Our empyreal company, 

Alone the meraory of their briglitiiess 
Left in them, as in thee. 
The circle upon circle, tier on tier, 
Pning earth's hémisphère 
"With heavenly infiniteness, 
Above us and around, 
Straining the whole horizon like a bow : 
Their songful lips divorcëd from ail sound, 
A darkness gliding down their silvery glances, — 
Bowing their steadfast solemn countenances 
As if they heard God speak, and could not glow. 
Ador. Look downward I dost thou see ? 
Zerah. And wouldst thou press that vision on 
words ? 

Doth not Earth speak enough 

Of change and of undoing, 

"Without a seraph's witness ? Océans rough 

With tempest, pastoral swards 

Displaced by fiery déserts, mountains ruiug 

The boit fallen yesterday, 

That shake their piny heads, as who would say 

* We are too beautiful for our decay' — 
Shall seraphs speak of thèse things ? Let alone 

Earth to her earthly moan. 

Voice of ail ikings, Is there no moan but hers ? 

Ador, Hearest thou the attestation 
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Of the rousëd XJniverse 

Like a désert lion shakîng 

Dews of silence from its mane ? 

"With an irrepressive passion 
Uprising at once, 

Eising up and forsaking 

Its solemn state in the circle of suns, 
To attest the pain 

Of Him who stands (0 patience sweet !) 

In His own hand-prints of création, 
"With hum an feet ? 
Voice ofall thmgs, Is there no moan but ours 
2jerah. Forms, Spaces, Motions wide, 

O meek, insensate things, 
O congregated matters ! who inherit 

Instead of vital powers, 

Impulsions God-supplied ; 

Instead of influent spirit, 

A clear informing beauty ; 

Instead of creature-duty. 

Submission calm as rest. 

Lights, without feet or wings, 

In golden courses sliding 1 

GHooms, stagnantly subsiding, 
"Whose lustrons heart away was prest 
Into the argent stars ! 

Ye crystal, firmamental bars 

That hold the skyey waters free 

Erom tide or tempest's ecstasj ! 
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Airs universal ! thunders lora 

That wait your lightnings in cloud-cave 

Hewn out by tbe winds 1 O brave 

And subtle éléments ! tbe Holy 

Hatb ebarged me by your voice witb folly.* 

Enougb, tbe mystic arrow leaves its wound. 

fietum ye to your silences inborn, 

Or to your inarticulated sound. 
Ador, Zerab. 

Zerah, "Wilt tJiou rebuke ? 
God batb rebuked me, brotber. I am weak. 

Ador. Zerab, my brotber Zerab ! could I speak 
Of tbee, 'twould be of love to tbee. 

Zerah. Thy look 

Is fized on eartb, as mine upon tby face. 
Wbere sball I seek His ? 

I bave tbroven 
One look upon eartb, but one, 
Over tbe blue mountain-lmes, 
Over tbe forests of palms and pines, 
Over tbe barvest-lands golden, 
Over tbe valleys tbat fold in 
ïhe gardens and vines — 

He is not tbere. 
Ail tbese are unwortbv 
Tbose footsteps to bear, 

Before wbich, bov^ing down 
I vrould fain quencb tbe stars of my crown 

• His angels He charged wiih folly." — Job iv. 18. 
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In the dark of the eartby. 
"WThere shall I seek Him ? 

No reply ? 
linth language lefb thy lips, to pl&ce 

Its vocal in thine eye ? 
Ador, Ador ! are we corne 
To a double portent, that 
Dumb matter grows articulate 
And songful seraphs dumb ? 
Ador, Ador ! 
Ador, I constrain 

The passion of my silence. None 
Of those places gazed upon 
, Are gloomy enow to fit His pain. 
Unto ilim, whose forming word 
Gave to Nature flower and sward, 
She hath gîven back again, 
For the myrtle, the thorn, 
!For the sylvan calm, the human scorn. 
Still, still, reluctant seraph, gaze beneath 

There is a city 

Zeràh. Temple and tower, 

Palace and purple would droop like a flower, 
(Or a cloud at our breath) 
If He neared in His state 
The outermost gâte. 
Ador, Ah me, not so 

Tn the state of a King, did the victim go ! 
And Thoij who hangest mute of speech 
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'Twixt beaven and earth, with forehead yet 
Stainëd hj the bloody sweat, 
God ! man ! Thou bast forgone tby tbrone in eacb. 
Zeràh. Tbîne eyes bebold Him ? 
Ador. Tea, below. 

Track tbe gazing of mine eyes, 
Naming G-od wîtbin tbine beart 
Tbat its weakness may départ 

And tbe vision rise. 
Seest tbou yet, beloved ? 
Zeràh, I see 

Beyond tbe city, crosses tbree 
And mortals tbree tbat bang tbereon 
'Qbast and silent to tbe son. 
Round tbem blacken and welter and press 
Staring multitudes wbose fatber 
Adam was, wbose brows are dark 
"Witb bis Gain' s corroded mark, 
Wbo curse witb looks. Nay — let me ratber 
Tum unto tbe wildemess. 
Ador. Tum not. God dwells with men. 
Zerah. Abov 
He dwells witb angels, and tbey love. 
Can tbese love ? Witb tbe living's pride 
Tbey stare at tbose wbo die, wbo bang 
In tbeir sigbt and die. Tbey bear tbe streak 
Of tbe crosses' sbadow, black not wide, 
To fall on tbeir beads, as it swerves aside 
Wben tbe victims' pang 
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Makes the dry wood creak. 
Ador. The cross — the cross ! 
Zerah, A woman kneels 

The mid cross under, 

With white lips asunder, 

And motion on each. 

They throb, as she feels, 

With a spasm, not a speech ; 

And her lids, close as sleep, 

Are less calm, for the eyes 

Have made room there to weep 

Drop on drop — 
Ador. Weep ? Weep blood, 

AU women, ail men ! 

He sweated it, He, 

For your pale womanhood 

And base manhood. Agrée. 

That thèse water-tears, then, 

Are vain, mocking like laughter. 

Weep blood I Shall the flood 
Of sait curses, whose foam is the darkness, on roll 
Forward, on from the strand of the storm-beateu 
years, 

And back from the rocks of the horrid hereafter, 
And up, in a coil, from the present's wrath-spring, 
Tea, down from the Windows of heaven opening, 
Deep calling to deep as they meet on His soul. — 
And men weep only tears ? 
Zerah. Little drops in the lapse I 

TOL. I. I 
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And yet, Ador, perhaps 
It is ail that they can. 



Tears I the lovîngest man 



Has no better bestowed 
TJpon man. 



Ador, 
Zerah, 



Nor on God. 



Do all-givers need gifts ? 



If the Giver said * Give,' the first motion would slay 

Our Immortals, the echo would ruin away 

The same worlds which He made. Why, what angel 



"Worth more than a woman'shoarseweeping? Andthus, 
Pity tender as tears, I above thee would speak, 
Thou woman that weepest ! weep unscomed of us : 
I, the tearless and pure, am but loving and weak. 

Ador. Speak low, my brother, low, — ^and not of love 
Or human or angelic. iRather stand 
Before the throne of that Suprême above, 
In whose infinitude the secrecies 
Of thine own being lie hid, and lift thine hand 
Exultant, saying, * Lord God, I am wise T — 
Than utter hère, * I love.' 

Zerah, And yet thine eyes 

Do utter it. They melt in tender light, 
The tears of heaven. 

Ador. Of heaven. Ah me I 

Zerah. Adorl 



uplifts 
Such a music, so clear, 
It may seem in God's ear 
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Ador, Say on. 

Zeràh. The crucified are tbroe. 

Beloved, they are unlike. 
Ador. Unlike. 
Zerah. For one 



Is as a man who bas sînned and still 
Dotb wear the wicked will, 
The hard malign life-energy, 
Tossed outward, in the parting soul's disdain, 
On brow and lip that cannot change again. 
Ador, And one — 

Zerah, Has also sinned. 

And yet, (O marvel 1) dotb the Spirit-wind 
Blow white those waters ? Death upon bis face 

Is rather shine than shade, 
A tender shine by looks beloved made : 
He seemeth dying in a quiet place, 
And less by iron woutids in bands and feet 
Than heart-broke by new joy too sudden and sweet. 

Ador, And one ! — 

Zeràh, And ONE ! — 

Ador, Why dost thou pause P 

Zeràh, Godl God I 

Spirit of my spirit 1 who movest 
Througb seraph veins in buming deity 
To light the quenchless puises ! — 

Ador, But hast trod 

The depths of love in Thy peculiar nature, 
A.nd not in any Thou hast made and lovest 

I 2 
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In narrow seraph hearts ! — 

Zerah. Above, Creator ! 

Within, Upholder 1 

Ador. And below, below, 

The créature' s and the upholden's sacrifice I 
Zerah, Whj do I pause ? — 
Ador. There is a silentness 

That answers thee enow, 

That, lîke a brazen sound 
Excluding others, dotli ensheathe us round, — 
Hear it. It is not from the visible skies 

Though thej are still, 
Unconscious that their own dropped dews express 
The light of heaven on every earthly hill. 
It is not from the hills, though calm and bare 

They, since their first création, 
Through midnight cloud or moming's glittering air 
Or the deep déluge blindness, toward the place 
Whence thrilled the mystic word's créative grâce, 

And whence again shall corne 

The Word that uncreates, 
Have lift their brows in voiceless expectation. 
It is not from the places that entomb 
Man's dead, though common Silence there dilates 
Her soul to grand proportions, worthily 

To fin life's vacant room. 

Not there : not there. 
Not jet within tbose chambers lieth He, 
A dead One in His living world ; His south 



THE SEBAFHIM. 



117 



And west winda blowing over eartii and sea, 

And not a breath on that creating Mouth. 
But now, — a silence keeps 
(Not death's, nor sleep's) 
The lips whose whispered word 

Might roll the thunders round reverberated. 
Silent art Thou, 0 my Lord, 
Bowing down thy stricken head 1 
Fearest thou, a groan of thine 

"Would make the puise of thy création fail 

As thine own puise ? — would rend the veil 

Of visible things and let the flood 

Of the unseen Light, the essential Qod, 

Eush in to whelm the undivine ? 

Thy silence, to my thinking, is as dread. 
Zeràh. O silence I 

Ador, Doth it say to thee — the UAMB, 

Slow-learning seraph ? 

Zerah, I have leamt. 

Ador. The flame 

Perishes in thine eyes. 

Zerah, He opened His, 

And looked. I cannot bear — 

Ador, Their agony ? 

Zerah, Their love. God's depth is in thein. From 
his brows 

White, terrible in naeekness, didst thou see 

The lifted eyes unclose ? 
He is God, seraph ! Look no more on me, 
O Qod — I am not God. 
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Ador, ïhe loving is 

Sublimed wifchin them by the sorrowful. 
In heaven we could sustain them. 

Zerah, Heaven is dull. 

Mine Ador, to man's earth. The light that burns 
In fluent, refluent motion 
AloDg the ciystal océan ; 
The springing of the golden harps between 
The bowerj wings, in fountains of sweet sound 
The winding, wandering music that returns 
- Upon itself, exultinglj self-bound 
In the great spheric round 

Of everlasting praises ; 
The God-thoughts in our midst that intervene, 
Yisibly flashing from the sùpreme throne 

Full in seraphic faces 
Till each astonishes the other, grown 
More beautiful with worship and delight — 
Mj heaven 1 mj home of heaven 1 my infinité 
Heaven-choirs I what are ye to this dust and death, 
This cloud, this cold, thèse tears, this failing breath, 
Where God's immortal love now issueth 
In this M Air' s woe P 
Ador, His eyes are very deep y et calm. 
Zerah, No more 

On me^ Jehovah-man — 

Ador, Calm-deep. They show 

A passion which is tranquil. They are seeing 
No earth, no heaven, no men that slay and ourse, 
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No seraphs that adore ; 
Their gaze is on the invisible, the dread, 
The things we cannot view or think or speak, 
Because we are too happy, or too weak, — 
ïhe sea of ill, for which the universe 
With ail its pilëd space, can find no shore, 
"With ail its life, no living foot to tread. 
But He, accomplished in Jehovah-being, 

Sustains the gaze adown, 

Conçoives the vast despair, 
And feels the billowy griefs corne up to drown, 
Nor fears, nor faints, nor fails, till ail be finished. 

Zerah, Thus, do I find Thee thus F My undiminished 
And undiminishable God ! — my Qod ! 
The echoes are still treinulous along 
The heavenly mountains, of the latest song 
Thy manifested glory swept abroad 
In rushing past our lips : they echo aye 

* Creator, Thou art strong I 
Creator, Thou art blessed over ail.' 
By what new utterance sliall I now recall, 
Unteaching the heaven-echoes ? dare I say, 
* Creator, Thou art feebler than thy work ! 
Creator, Thou art sadder than thy créature ! 

A vrorm, and not a man, 

Tea, no worm, but a curse ?' 
I dare not so mine heavenly phrase reverse. 
Albeit the piercing thom and thistle-fork 

(Whose seed disordered ran 
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FromEve'shandtremblingwhen thecurse didreach her) 

Be gamered darklier in Thy soul, the rod 

That smites Thee never blossoming, and Thou 

Grief-bearer for Thy world, with unkinged brow — 

I leave to men their song of Ichabod : 

I have an angel-tongue — I know but praise. 

Ador, Hereaftershall theblood-bought captives raise 
The passion-song of blood. 

Zerah. And toe, extend 

Our holy vacant hands towards the Throne, 
Crying ' We have no music/ 

Ador. • Rather, blend 

Both musicB into one. 
The sanctities and sanctified above 
Shall each to each, with lifbed looks serene, 
Their shining faces lean, 
And mix the adoring breath 
And breatbe the full thanksgiving. 

Zerah, But the love — 

The love, mine Ador I 

Ador, Do we love not P 

Zerah, Tea, 
But not as man shall I not with life for death, . 
New-thtobbing through the startled being ; not 
"With strange astonished smiles, that ever may 
Gush passionate like tears and fUl their place : 
Nor yet with speechless memories of what 
Earth's winters were, enverduring the green 
Of every heavenly palin 
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' Whose windless, shadeless calm 
Moves onlv at the breath of the Unseen. 
Oh, not with this blood on us — and this face, — 
Still, haply, pale with sorrow that it bore 
In our behalf, and tender everraore 
With nature ail our own, upon us gazing — 
Nor yet with thèse forgiving handa upraising 
Their unreproachful wounds, alone to bless ! 
Alas, Creator I shall we love Théo less 
Than mortaJs shall ? « 

Ador, Amen ! so let it be. 

"We love in our proportion, to the bound 
Thine infinité our finite set around, 
And that is finitely, — Thou, infinité 
And worthy infinité love ! And our delight 
Is, watching the dear love poured out to Thee 
From éver fuller chalice. Blessed they, 
Who love Thee more than we do : blessed we, 
Viewing that love which shall exceed even this, 
And winning in the sight a double bliss 
For ail so lost in love's supremacy. 
The bliss is better. Only on the sad 

Cold earth there are who say 
It seemeth better to be great than glad. 
The bliss is better. Love Him more, O man, 
Than sinless seraphs can. 

Zerah, Tea, love Him more. 

Voices ofthe angelic muUititde. Tea, more. 

^dor. The loving 
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Is caught by those from whom we stand apart. 
For silence hath no deepness in her heart 
"Where love' s lownamelowbreathedwouldnot be heard 
By angels, clear as thunder. 

Angelic voices. Love him more. 

Ador, Sweet voices, swooning o*er 
The music whicb ye make ! 
Albeit to love there were not ever given 
A mournful sound when uttered out of heaven, 
That angel-sadness ye would fitly take. 
Qf love be silent now : we gaze adown 
Upon the incarnate Love wbo wears no crown. 
Zerah. No crown ! the woe instead 
Is heavy on His head, 
Pressing inward on His brain 
With a hot and clinging pain 
Till ail tears are pl'est away, 
And clear and calm His vision may 
Feruse the black abyss. 
No rod, no sceptre is 
Holden in His fingers pale ; 
They close instead upon the nail, 

Concealing the sharp dole, 
Never stirring to put by 

The fair hair peaked with blood, 
Drooping forward from the rood 

Helplessly, heavily 
On the cheek that waxeth colder, 
Whiter ever, and the.shoulder 
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Where the government was laid. 
His glory made the Heavens afraid ; 
Wiil He not unearth this cross from its hole 
His pitj makes his piteous state ; 
Will He be uncompassionate 
Alone to His proper soûl ? 
Tea, will He not lift up 
His lips from the bitter cup, 
His brows from the dreary weight, 
His haud from the clenching cross, 
. Crying, * My Father, give to me 
A gain the joy I had with Thee 
Or ère this earth was made for loss F' 

No stir: no sound. 
The love and woe being interwound 

He cleaveth to the woe ; 
And putteth forth heaven's strength below, 
To bear. 

Ador, And that créâtes his anguish now, 
Which made his glory there. 

Zerah, Shall it need be so ? 

Awake, thou Earth ! behold. 
Thou, uttered forth of old 
In ail thy life-emotion, 
In ail thy yemal noises, 
In the rollings of thine océan, 
Leaping founts, and rivers runniug, — 
In thy woods' prophétie heaving 
Ere the rains a stroke have given, 
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In thy winds' exultant voices 
When they feel the hills anear, — 
In the firmamental sunning, 
And the tempest which rejoices 
Thy full heart with an awful cheer. 

Thou, uttered forth of old 
And with ail thy music rolled 
In a breath abroad 
By the breathing God, — 
Awake I He is here ! behold ! 
Even ihou — 

beseems it good 
To thy vacant vision dim, 
That the deadly ruin should, 
For thy sake, encompass Him ? 
That the Master-word should lie 
A mere silence, while His own 

Processive harmony, 
The faintest echo of His lightest tone, 
Is sweeping in a choral triumph by ? 
Awake ! émit a cry ! 
And say, albeit used 
From Adam' s ancient years 
To falls of acrid tears, 
To fréquent sighs unloosed, 
Caught back to press again 
On bosoms zoned with pain — 
To corses still and sullen 
The shine and music dulling 
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"With closëd eyes and ears 

That nothing sweet can enter, 

Commoving thee no less 

With that forced quietness 

Than the earthquake in thy centre— 

Thou hast not learnt to hear 

This new divine despair ! 

Thèse tears that sink into thee, 

Thèse dying eyes that view thee 

This dropping blood from lifted rood, 

They darken and undo thee. 
Thou canst not presently sustain this corse— 

Cry, cry, thou hast not force ! 

Cry, thou wouldst fainer keep 

Thy hopeless charnels deep, 

Thyself a gênerai tomb 

Where the first and the second Death 

Sit gazing face to face 

And mar each other's breath, 
While silent bones through ail the place 
'^eath sun and moon do faintly glisten 

And seem to lie and listen 
For the tramp of the coming Doom. 

Is it not meet 
That they who erst the Eden fruit did eat, 

Should champ the ashes ? 
That they who wrap them in the thunder-cloud 

Should wear it as a shroud, 

Perishing by its flashes ? 
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That they who vexed the lion, sbould be rent ? 
Cry, cry * I will sustain my piuiishment, 
The sîn being mine ; but take away from me 
This visioned Dread — this Man — this Deity.' 
The Earth. I bave groaned ; I bave travailed : I ain 
weary. 

I am blind with my own grief, and cannot see, 

As clear-eyed angels can, His agony, 

And wbat I see I aiso can sustain, 

Because His power protects me from His pain. 

I bave groaned ; 1 bave travailed : I am dreary, 

Harkening tbe tbick sobs of my cbildren's beart : 

How can I say * Départ ' 
To tbat Atoner making calm and free ? 

Am I a God as He, 
To lay down peace and power as wiUingly ? 

Ador, He looked for some to pity. Tbere is none 
Ail pity is witbin Him and not for Him. 
His eartb is iron under Him, and o'er Him 
His skies are brass. 
His serapbs cry * Alas ' 
Witb balielujab voice tbat cannot weep. 
Aiid man, for wbom tbe dreadful work is done . . . 
Scornful voices from tlie Earth. If verily tbis le thc 

Eternai's son — 
Ador, Tbou bearest. Man is grateful. 
Zerah. Can I hear 

Nor darken into man and cease for ever 
My serapb-smile to wear ? 
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Was it for such, 
It pleased Him to overleap 
. His glory with His love and sever 
From the God-light and the throne 
And ail angels bowing down, 
For whom His every look did touch 
New notes of joy on the unworn string 
Of an eternal worsbipping ? 
For such, He left His heaven ? 
There, though never bought by blood 
-And tears, we gave Him gratitude : 
We loved Him there, though unforgiven. 
Ador, The light is riveh 
Above, around, 
And down in lurid fragments flung, 
That catch the mountain-peak and stream 

With momentary gleam, 
Then perish in the water and the ground. 
River and waterfall, 
Forest and wilderness, 
Mountain and city, are together wrung 
Into one shape, and that is shapelessness ; 
The darkness stands for ail. 
Zerah. The pathos hath the day undone : 
The death-look of His eyes 
Hath overcome the sun 
And made it sicken in its narrow skies. 
Ador. Is it to death ? He dieth. 
Zerah. Through the dark 
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He still, He only, is discemible — 

The naked hands and feet transfizëd stark, 

The countenance of patient anguish whîte, 

Do make themselves a lîght 
More dreadfulthan the gloomswhich round themdwell, 
And therein do they shine. 

Ador. God! Father-God! 

Perpétuai Eadiance on the radiant throne ! 
TJplift the lids of inward Deity, 
riashing abroad 
Thy buming Infinité. 
Light up this dark where there is nought to see 
Except the unimagined agony 
Upon the sinless forehead of the Son. 

Zerah, God, tarry not ! Behold, enow 
Hath He wandered as a stranger, 
Sorrowed as a victim. Thou 
Appear for Him, O Tather ! 
Appear for Him, Avenger ! 
Appear for Him, just One and holy One, 

Tor He is holy and just ! 
At once the darkness and dishonour rather 
To the ragged jaws of hungry chaos jake, 
And hurl aback to ancîent dust 
Thèse mortals that make blasphemies 
With their made breath, this earth and skies 
That only grow a little dim, 
Seeing their curse on Him. 
But Him, of ail forsaken, 
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Of créature and of brother, 

Never wilfc Thou forsake ! 
Thy living and Thy loving cannot slacken 
Their firm essential hold upon each other. 
And well Thou dost remember how Hi^ part 
Was still to lie upon Thy breast and be 
Partaker of the light that dwelt in Thee 

Ere Sun or seraph shone ; 
And how while silence trembled round the throne 
Thou countedst by the beatings of His heart 
The moments of Thine own etemity. 
Awaken, 

O right Hand with the lightnings ! Again gather 
His glory to thy glory. What estranger, 
What ill suprême in evil, can be thrust 
Between the faithful Father and the Son ? 

Appear for Him, O Father ! 

Appear for Him, Avenger ! 
Appear for Him, just One and holy One, 

For He is holy and just. 
AdoT. Thy face uptumed toward the throne 
dark ; 

Thou hast no answer, Zerah. 

Zerah. . No reply, 

O unforsaking Father ? 

Ador. Hark ! 

Instead of downward voice, a cry 
Is uttered from beneath. 

Zerah, And by a sharper sound than death, 

TOL. I. ic 
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Mine immortality is riven. 
The heavy darkness which doth tent the sky 
Ploats backward as bj a sudden wind : 

But I see no lîght behind, 
But I feel the farthest stars are ail 

Stricken and shaken, 
And I know a shadow sad and broad 

Doth fall— doth faU 
On our vacant thrones in heaven. 

Voice from the Cross. Mt God, mt God, 

WhT hast ThOU me rOBSAKEK? 

The Earth. Ah me, ah me, ah me! the dreadful 
why 1 

Mj sin is on Thee, sinless One ! Thou art 
God-orphaned, for my burden on Thy head. 
Dark sin, white innocence, endurance dread ! 
Be still, within your shrouds, my buried dead ; 
ISov work with this quick horror round mine heart. 

Zerah. JSe hath forsaken Sim. I perish. 

Ador. Hold 
TJpon his name 1 we perish not. Of old 
His will — 

Zerah, I seek His will. Seek, seraphim. 
My God, my God ! where is it ? Doth that curse 
Beverberate spare us, seraph or universe P 
JBLe hath forsaken Him. 

Ador, He cannot fail. 

Angel Voices, "We £sdnt, we droop, 

Our love doth tremble like fear. 
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Voices ofFallen Angeh from the earth. Do we pre- 
vail ? 

Or are we lost P Hath not the ill we did 

Been heretofore our good ? 
Is it not ill that One, ail sinless, should 
Hang heavy with ail curses on a cross ? 
I^athless, that crv ! With huddled faces hid 
Within the empty graves which men did scoop 
To hold more damned dead, we shudder through 
What shall exalt us or nndo, 
Our triumph, or our loss. 
Voice from the Cross. It is rnnsHED. 
Zeràh, Hark, again ! 

Like a victor, speaks the Slain. 
Angel Voices, Finished be the trembling vain I 
Ador, TJpward, like a weli-loved Son, 

Looketh He, the orphaned One. . 
Angel Voices, Finished is the mystic pain. 
Voices ofFallen Angels. His deathly forehead at the 
Word, 

Gleameth like a seraph sword. 
Angel Voices, Einished is the démon reign. 
Ador. His breath, as living God, createth, 

His breath, as dying man, completeth. 
Ajigel Voices, Finished work His hands sustain« 
The JEarth, In mine ancient sepulchres 

Where my kings and prophets freeze, 

Adam dead four thousand years, 

Unwakened by the universe's 

x 2 
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, EverlaBting moan, 

Aye his ghastly silence mocking — 
TJnwakened hj his children's knocking 
At his old sepulchral stooe, 
' Adam, Adam, ail this curse is 
Thine and on us yet !' — 
TJnwakened by the ceaseless tears 
Wherewith they made his cerement wet, 

* Adam, must thy curse remain ?' — 
Starts with sudden life and hears 
Through the slow dripping of the cavemed eaves, — 
Angel Voices, Finished is his bane. 
Toicefrom the Cross. Fathee! mt spikit to thine 

HANDS IS GÏTEir. 

Ador. Hear the wailing winds that be 
By wings of unclean spirits made. 

They, in that last look, surveyed 
The 'love they lost in losing heaven, 
And passionately flee 

"With a desolate cry that cleaves 

The natural storms — though they are lifting 

God's strong cedar-roots like leaves, 

And the earthquake and the thunder, 

Neither keeping either under, 

Eoar and hurtle through the glooms — 

And a few pale stars are drifting 

Past the Dark, to disappear, 

What time, from the splitting tombs, 

Gleamingly the Dead arise, 
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Viewing with their death-calmed eyes 
The elemental stratégies, 
To witness, Victorj is tbe Lord's. 
Hear the wail o' the spirits ! hear* 

Zeràh, I hear alone the memorj of His words. 



EPILOGUE. 
I. 

My song is donc. 
My voice that long hath faltered shall be still. 
The mystic darkness drops from Calvary's hill 
Into the common light of this day's sun. 

n. 

I see no more Thy cross, O holy Slain!. 
I hear no more the horror and the coil 

Of the great world's turmoil 
Peeling thy countenance too still, — ^nor yell 
Of démons sweeping past it to their prison. 
The skies that tumed to darkness with Thy pain 

Make now a summer's day ; 
And on my changëd ear that sabbath bell 
Eecords how Chbist is bisen. 

< 

m. 

And I — ah ! what ara I 
To counterfeit, with faculty earth-darkened. 
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Seraphîc brows of light 
*Aiid seraph language never used nor harkened P 
Ah me ! what word that seraphs say, could corne 
!From mouth so used to sighs, so Boon fco lie 
Sigbless, because then breatblesB, in the tomb ? 

17. 

Brigbt ministers of G-od and grâce — of grâce 

Because of God ! whether ye bow adown 

In your own heaven, before the living face 

Of Him who died and deathless wears the crown, 

Or whether at this hour ye haply are 

Anear, aroiind me, hiding in the night 

Of this permitted ignorance your light, 

This feebleness to spare, — 
Forgîve me, that mine earthly heart should dare 
Shape images of unincarnate spirits 
And lay upon their buming lips a thought 
Cold with the weeping which mine earth inherits. 
And though ye find in such hoarse music, wrought 
To copy yours, a cadence ail the while 
Of sin and sorrow — only pitying smile ! 

Te know to pity, well. 

Jtoo may haply smile another daj 
At the far recollection of this lay. 
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When God may call me in your midst to dwell, 
To hear your inost sweet music's miracle 
And see your wondrous faces. May it be ! 
Por His remembered sake, the Slain on rood, 
"Who roUed His earthly garment red in blood 
(Treading the wine-press) that the weak, like me, 
Before His heavenly throne should walk in white. 
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PEBSOKS OF THE 



Fbombthevb. 
Ogeanus. 

HSBMES. 



Hefh^stus. 

lo, daughter of Inachus. 

STBENaTH and Fobce. 



Chorus of Océan Nymphs. 

Scène. — Stbexgth cmd Fobce, HEpHiBSTUS and Pbometheus» 

ai the Hocks, 

Strength, "We reach the utmost limit of the earth, 
The Scythian track, the désert without man. 
And now, Hephœstus, thou must needs fulfil 
The mandate of our Father, and with links 
Indissoluble of adamantine chains 
Fasten against this beetling précipice 
This guilty god. Because he filched away 
Thine own bright flower, the glory of plâ3tic fire, 
And gifted mortals with it, — such a sin 
It doth behove he ezpiate to the gods, 
Leaming to j^ccept the empery of Zeus 
And leave off his old trick of loving man. 

Hephœstiis. O Strength and Porce, for you, our 
Zeus' s will 

Présents a deed for doing, no more ! — ^but ij 
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I lack your daring, up this stonn-rent chàstn 
To fix with violent hands a kindred god, 
Howbeit necessity compels me so 
That I must dare it, and our Zeus commanda 
"With a most inévitable word. Ho, thou ! 
High-thoughted son of Themis who is sage ! 
Thee loth, I loth must rivet fast in chains 
Against this rocky height unclomb by man, 
"Where never human voice nor face sliall find 
Ont thee who lov'st them, and thy beauty's flower. 
Scorched in the sun's clear beat, shall fade away. 
Night shall come up with garniture of stars 
To comfort thee with shadow, and the sun 
Disperse with refcrickt beams the moming-frosts, 
But through ail changes sensé of présent woe 
Shall vei thee sore, because with none of them 
There comes a hand to free. Such fruit is plucked 
!From love of man I and in that thou, a god, 
Didst brave the wrath of gods and give away 
Undue respect to mortals, for that crime 
Thou art adjudged to guard this joyless rock, 
Erect, unslumbering, bending not the knee, 
And many a cry and unavailing moan 
To utter on the air. Tor Zeus is stern 
And new-made kings are cruel. 

Strength. Be it so. 

"Why loiter in vain pity ? "Why not hate 
A god the gods hate ? one too who betrayed 
Thy glory unto men ? 
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Mephastus, An awful thing 

Is kinsbip joined to friendshîp. 

Strength. Grant it be ; 

Is disobedience to tbe IFatber's word 
A possible tbing ? Dost quail not more for that ? 

Sephmstus, Tbou,at least, art a stern one: ever bold 

Strength, Wby, if 1 wept, it were no remedy ; 
And do not thou spend labour on tbe air 
To bootless uses. 

Hephœstus. Cursed bandicrafl I 
I curse and bate tbee, O my craft I 

8trength. Wby bate 

Tby craft most plainly innocent of ail 
Tbese pending ills ? 

ffephœstus, I would some otber band 

"Were bere to work it I 

8trengih. Ail work batb îts pain, 

Except to rule tbe gods. Tbere is none &ee 
Ezcept King Zeus. 

Hephœstu8. I know it veiy well : 
I argue not against it. 

Strenffth, "Wby not, tben, 

Make baste and lock tbe fetters over him 
Lest Zeus bebold tbee lagging ? 

HepJusstus, Here be cbains. 

Zeus may bebold tbese. 

Strength, Seize bim : strike amain : 

Strike witb tbe bammer on eacb side bis bands — 
Eiyet bim to tbe rock. 
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Hepliœstus. The work is done, 

And tboroughly done. 

8trengih, Still faster grapple him ; 

Wedge him in deeper : leave no incb to stir. 
He's terrible for finding a way eut 
Prom tbe irrémédiable. 

HephaHus Here's an arm, at least, 

Grappled past fireeing. 

Strength. New tben, buckle me 

Tbe otber securelj. Let tbis wise one leam 
He's duller tban our Zeus. 

Hephœsius, Ob, none but be 

Accuse me justly. 

Strength. Now, straigbt tbrougb tbe cbest, 

Take him and bite him with the clencbing tooth 
Of the adamantine wedge, and rivet him. 

Hephastus, Alas, Prometheus, what thou sufferest 
bere 
I sorrow over. 

Strength, Dost thou flinch again 
And breathe groans for tbe enemies of Zeus ? 
Beware lest thine own pity find thee out. 

Heph<Bstu8, Thou dost bebold a spectacle that turns 
Tbe sight o' the eyes to pity. 

Strength, I bebold 

A Binner suffer bis sin's penalty. 
But lash the thongs about bis sides. 

Hephœstus, So much, 

I must do. TJrge no farther than I must. 
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Strenffth. Ay, but I wiïl urge ! — and, with sbout on 
Bhout, 

Will bound tbee at this quarry, Get tbeè down 
And ring amaîn tbe iron round bis legs. 

Sephastus, Tbat work was not long doîng. 
^ 8trength, Heavily now 

Let fall tbe strokes upon tbe perforant gyves : 
Por He wbo rates tbe work bas a beavy band. 

Hephœstus. Tby speecb is sayage as tby sbape. 

Strengih, Be tbou 

Gentle and tender ! but revile not me 
For tbe firm will and tbe untrucklîng bate. 

Sephtsstus. Let us go. He is netted round witb 
cbains. 

Strength» Hère, now, taunt on ! and baying spoiled 
tbe gods 

Of bonours, crown witbal tby mortal men 
"Wbo live a wbole day out. Wby bow could they 
Draw off from tbee one single of tby griefs ? 
Metbinks tbe Dsemons gaye tbee a wrong name, 
JPrometheiis, wbicb means Proyidence, — because 
Tbou dost tbyself néed proyidence to see 
Tby roU and ruin from tbe top of doom. 

JPrometheus (aUme), O boly-ZEtber, and swift-wingëd 
"Winds, 

And Biyer-wells, and laugbter innumerous 
Of yon sea-wayes I Eartb, motber of us ail. 
And all-yiewing cyclic Sun, I cry on you, — 
Bebold me a god, wbat I endure from gods I 
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Behold, wîth tbroe on throe 

How, wasted by this woe, 
I wrestle down the myriad years of tîme ! 

Behold, how fast aroiind me, 
The new King of the happy ones sublime 
Has fluDg the chain he forged, has shamed and 

bound me ! 

Woe, woe ! to-day's woe and the coming morrow's 
I cover with one groan. And whêre is found me 

A limit to thèse sorrows ? 
And yet what word do I say ? I have foreknown 
Clearly ail things that should be ; nothing done 
Cômes sudden to my soul ; and I must bear 
What is ordained with patience, being aware 
Necessity doth front the universe 
With an invincible gesture. Tet this curse 
Which strikes me now, I find it hard to brave 
In silence or in speech. Because I gave 
Hononr to mortals, I have yoked my soul 
To this compelling fate. Because I stole 
The secret fount of fire, whose bubbles went 
Over the ferule's brim, and manward sent 
Art's mighty means and perfect rudiment, 
That sin I expiate in this agony, 
Hung here in fetters, 'neath the blanching sky. 
Ah, ah me ! what a sound, 
What a fragrance sweeps up from a piniqn unseen 
Of a god, or a mortal, or nature between, 
Sweeping up to this rock where the earth has her bound, 
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To hâve sight of mj pangs or some guerdon obtain. 
Lo, a god in the anguish, a god in tlie chain ! 

The god, Zeus hateth sore 

And hi? gods hate again, 
As many as tread on his glorified floor, 
Because I loved mortals too much evermore. 
Alas me ! what a murmur and motion I hear, 

As of birds flying near! 
. And the air undersings 

The light stroke of their wings — 
And ail life that approaches I wait for in fear. 

Chorus of sea nymphe^ Ist strophe, 

Pear nothing ! our troop 

rioats lovingly up 

With a quick-oaring stroke 

Of wings steered to the rock, 
Having sofbened the seul of our father below. 
For the gales of swift-bearing have sent me a sound, 
And the clank of the iron, the malleted blow, 

Smote down the profound 

Of my cavems ôf old. 
And struck the red light in a blush from my brow, — 
Till I sprang up unsandaled, in haste to behold. 
And rushed forth on my chariot of wings manifold. 

"ProTnetheus, Alas me ! — alas me ! 
Ye offspring of Tethys who bore at her breast 
Many children, and eke of Oceanus, he 
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Coilîng still around earth with perpétuai unrest ! 
Behold me and see 

How transfîxed with the fang 

Of a fetter I hang 
On the high-jutting rocks of thîs fissure and keep 
An uncoveted watch o'er the world and the deep. 

Chorus j Ist antistrophe, 

I behold thee, Prometheus ; yet now, yet now, 
A terrible cloud whose rain is tears 
Sweeps over mine eyes that witness how 

Thy body appears 
Hung awaste on the rocks by infrangible chains : 
"For new is the Hand and the rudder that steers 
The ship of Olympus through surge and wind — 
And of old things passed, no track is behind. 

Prometheus, TJnder earth, under Hades 

Where the home of the shade is, 
Ail into the deep, deep Tartarus, 
I would he had hurled me adown. 
I would he had plunged me, fastened thus 
In the knotted chain with the savage clang, 
AU into the dark where there should be none, 
Neither god nor another, to laugh and see. 

But now the winds sing through and shake 
The hurting chains wherein I hang. 
And I, in my naked sorrows, make 
Much mirth for my enemy. 
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Chorus, 2nd strophe, 

Nay ! who of the gods hath a heart bo stern 

As to use tby woe for a mock and mirth ? 
"Who would not turn more mild to leam 

Thy sorrowB ? who of the heaven and earth 
Save Zeus ? But he 
Eight wrathfully 

Bears on hîs sceptral soul unbent 

And rules thereby the heavenly seed, 

Nor will he pause till he contént 

His thîrsty heart in a finîshed deed ; 

Or till Another shall appear, 

To win bj fraud, to seize by fear 

The hard-to-be-captured govemment. 

Promethetis, Tet even of me he shall have need, 
That monarch of the blessed seed, 
Of me, of me, who now am cursed 

By his fetters dire, — 
To wring my secret out withal 

And leam by whom his sceptre shall 
Be filched from him — as was, at first, 
His heavenly fire. 
But he never shall enchant me 

"With his honey-lipped persuasion ; 
Never, never shall he daunt me 

With the oath and threat of passion 
Into speaking as they want me, 
Till he loose this savage chain, 

L 2 
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And accept the expiation 
Of my soiTOW, in his pain. 

Chorus, 2nd antistrophe. 

Thou art, sootb, a brave god, 

And, for ail thou hast borne 
Prom tbe stroke of the rod, 

Nought rôlaxest from scorn. 
But thou speakest unto me 

Too free and unworn ; 
And a terror strikes through me 

And festers my soul 

And I fear, in tbe roll 
Of tbe storm, for tby fate 

In tbe sbip far from sbore : 
Since tbe son of Satumua is bard in bis bate 

And unmoved in bis beart evermore. 

Frometheus. I know tbat Zeus is stem ; 
I know be metes bis justice by bis will ; 
And yet, bis soul sball learn 
More Boftness wben once broken by tbis ill : 
And curbing bis unconquerable vaunt 
He sball rush on in fear to meet with me 
Wbo rush to meet witb bim in agony, 
To issues of barmonious covenant. 

Chorus, Bemove tbe veil from ail tbings and relate 
Tbe story to us, — of wbat crime accused, 
Zeus smites tbee witb disbonourable paogs. 
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Speak : if to teacli us do not grieve thyself. 

Frometheus. The utterance of thèse things is torture 
tome, 

But so, too, is their silence ; each way lies 
Woe strong as fate. 

When gods began with wrath, 
And war rose up between their starry brows, 
Some choosing to cast Chronos from his throne 
That Zeus might king it there, and some in haste 
With opposite oaths that they would have no Zeus 
To rule the gods for ever, — I, who brought 
The counsel I thought meetest, could not move 
The Titans, children of the Heaven and Earth, 
"What time, disdaining in their rugged soûls 
My subtle machinations, they assumed 
It was an easy thing for force to take 
The mastery of fate. My mother, then, 
Who is called not only Themis but Earth too, 
(Her single beauty joys in many names) 
Did teach me with réitérant prophecy 
What future should be, and how conquering gods 
Should not prevail by strength and violence 
Biit by guile only. When I told them so, 
They would not deign to contem plate the truth 
On ail sides round ; whereat I deemed it best 
To lead my willing mother upwardly 
And set my Themis face to face with Zeus 
As willing to.receive her. Tartarus, 
With its abysmal cloister of the Dark, 
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Because I gave that counsel, covers up 
The antique Ohronos and his sîding hosts, 
And, hj that counsel helped, the king of goda 
Hath recompénsed me wîth thèse bitter pangs : 
For kingship wears a cancer at the heart, — 
Distrust in friendship. Do ye also ask 
"What crime it is for which he tortures me ? 
That shall be clear before you. . When at first 
He fiUed his father's throne, he instantly 
Made varions gifts of glory to the gods 
And dealt the empire out. Alone of men, 
Of misérable men, he took no count, 
But yeamed to sweep their track off from the world 
And plant a newer race there. Not a god 
Kesisted such désire except myself. 
Jdared it ! Jdrew mortals back to light, 
From meditated ruin deep as hell ! 
!Por which wrong, I am bent down in thèse pangs 
Dreadful to suffer, mournful to behold, 
And I, who pitîed man, am thought myself 
Unworthy of pity ; while I render out 
Deep rhythms of anguish 'neath the harping hand 
That strikes me thus— a sight to shame your Zeus ! 
Ohorus, Hard as thy chains and cold as ail thèse 
rocks 

Is he, Frometheus, who withholds his heart 
From joining in thy woe. I yeamed before 
To fly this sight ; and, now I gaze on it, 
I sicken inwards. 



PBOMETHETTS BOITND. 



151 



TrometTieus. To my friends, îndeed, 
I must be a sad sight. 

Chorus, And dîdst thou sîn 

No more than so ? 

Frometheus, I did restrain besides 
My mortals from premeditating death. 

Chortis. How didst thou medicine the plague-fear of 
death ? 

Promethetis, I set blind Hopes to inhabit in their 
house. 

Chorus, By that gift thou didst help thy mortals 
well. 

Prometheus, I gave them also fire. 
Chorus, And have they now, 

Those créatures of a day, the red-eyed fîre ? 

Frometheus, They have : and shall leam by it many 
arts. 

Chorus. And truly for such sins Zeus tortures thee 
And will remit no anguish ? Is there set 
No limit before thee to thine agony ? 

Frometheus, "No other : only what seems good to him. 

Chorus. And how will it seem good ? what hope re- 
mains ? 

Seest thou not that thou hast sinned ? But that thou 
hast sinned 

It glads me not to speak of, and grîeves thee : 
Then let it pass from both, and seek thyself 
Some outlet from distress. 

Frometheus, It is in truth 
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An easy thing to stand aloof from pain 
And lavish exhortation and advice 
On one vexed eorelj hj it. I hâve known 
Ail in prévision. By mj chôice, my choice, 
I freely sinned — I will confess my sin — 
And helping mortals, found mine own despair. 
I did not think indeed that 1 should pine 
Beneath such pangs against such skiey rocks, 
Doomed to this dreî^r hill and no neighbouring 
Of any life : but mourn not ye for griefs 
I hear to-day : hear rather, dropping down 
To tlie plain, how other woes creep on to me, 
And leam the consummation of my doom. 
Beseech you, nymphs, beseech you, grieve for me 
Who now am grieving ; for Grief walks the earth, 
And sits down at the foot of eaeh by turns. 

Chorus. We hear the deep clash of thy words, 
Prometheus, and obey. 

And I spring with a rapid foot away 

From the rushing car and the holy air, 
The track of birds ; 

And I drop to the rugged ground and there 
Await the taie of thy despair. 

OoEANTTS entera, 

Oceanus, I reach the boum of my weary road 
Where I may see and answer thee, 
Prometheus, in thine agony. 

On the back of the quick-winged bird I glode, 



PKOMETHETJS BOFND. 



153 



Ând I bri^led him in 
"With the will of a god. 
Behold, thy sorrow aches in me 

Constrained by the force of kin. 
Isay, though that tie were ail undone, 
For the life of none beneath the sun 
"Would I seek a larger benison 

Than 1 seek for thine. 
And thou shalt leam mj words are truth, — 
That no fair parlance of the mouth 

Grows falsely out of mine. 
Now give me a deed to prove my faith ; 
Eor no faster friend is named in breath 
Than I, Oceanus, am thine. 
FrometTieus, Ha 1 what has brought thee ? Hast 
thou also come 
To look upon my woe ? How hast thou dared 
To leave the depths called after thee, the caves 
Self-hewn and self-roofed with spontaneous rock, 
To visit earth, the mother of my chain ? 
Hast come indeed to view my doom and mourn 
Tbat I should sorrow thus ? Gaze on, and see 
How 1, the fast friend of your Zeus, — how I 
The erector of the empire in his hand, 
Am bent beneath that hand, in thîs despaîr. 

Oceantis, Prometheus, I behold : and 1 would fain 
Exhort thee, though already subtle enough, 
To a better wisdom. Titan, know thyself, 
And take new softness to thy manners since 
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A new king nilea the gods. If words like tbese, 

Harsh words and trenchant, thou wilt fling abroad, 

Zeus haply, thougb lie sit so far and bîgb, 

May bear tbee do it, and so, tbis wratb of bis 

"Wbicb now ajŒects tbee fiercely, sball appear 

A mère cbild's sport at vengeance. Wretcbed god, 

Eatber dismiss tbe passion wbicb tbou bast, 

And seek a cbange from grief. Perbaps I seem 

To address tbee witb old saws and outwom sensé, — 

Tet sucb a curse, Prometbeus, surely waits 

On lips tbat speak too proudly : tbou, meantime, 

Art none tbe meeker, nor dost yield a jot 

To evil circumstance, preparing still 

To swell tbe account of grief witb otber griefs 

Tban wbat are borne. Beseecb tbee, use me tben 

Eor counsel : do not spurn against tbe pricks, — 

Seeing tbat wbo reigns, reigns by cruelty 

Instead of rigbt. And now, I go from bence, 

And will endeavour if a power of mine 

Can break tby fetters tbrougb. Por tbee, — be calm. 

And smootb tby words from passion. Knowest tbou not 

Of perfect knowledge, tbou wbo knowest too mucb, 

Tbat wbere tbe tongue wags, ruin never lags ? 

Promeiheus, I gratulate tbee wbo bast sbared and 
dared 

Ail tbings witb me, except tbeir penalty. 
Enougb 80 ! leave tbese tbougbts. It cannot be 
Tbat tbou sbouldst move Him. Hb may not be moved ; 
*bid thou, beware of sorrow on tbis road. 
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Oceanus. Ay ! ever wiser for another's use 
Than thine ! the event, and not the prophecy, 
Attests it to me. Tet wbere now I rush, 
Thy wisdom hath no power to drag me back ; 
Because I glory, glory, to go hence 
And win for thee deliverance from thy pangs, 
As a free gifb from Zeus. 

Prometheus. "WTiy there, again, 

I gîve thee gratulatîon and applause. 
Thou lackest no goodwill. But, as for deeds. 
Do nought ! 'twere ail doiie vainly ; helping noug 
"Whatever thou wouldst do. Bather take rest 
And keep thyself firom evil. If I grieve, 
I do not therefore wish to multiply 
The griefs of others. Yerily, not so ! 
!Por still my brother's doom doth vex my seul, — 
My brother Atlas, standing in the west, 
Shouldering the column of the heaven and earth, 
A difficult burden ! I bave also seen, 
And pitied as I saw, the earth-bom one, 
The inhabitant of old Cilician caves, 
The great war-monster of the hundred heads, 
(Ail taken and bowed beneath the violent Hand,) 
Typhon the fierce, who did resist the gods, 
And, hissing slaughter from bis dreadful jaws, 
Mash ont ferocious glory from bis eyes 
As if to storm the throne of Zeus. "Whereat, 
The sleepless arrow of Zeus flew straight at him, 
The beadlong boit of thunder breathing ûame. 
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And struck him downward from his eminence 

Of exultation ; through the very sonl, 

It struck him, and his strength wslb withered up 

To ashes, thunder-blasted. Now he lies 

A helpless trunk supinely, at full length 

Beside the strait of océan, spurred into 

By roots of ^tna ; high upon whose tops 

HephsBstus sits and strikes the flashing ore. 

Prom thence the rivers of fîre shall burst away 

Hereafter, and devour with savage jaws 

The equal plains of fruitful Sicily, 

Such passion he shall boil back in hot darts 

Of an insatiate fury and sough of flame, 

Fallen Typhon, — howsoever struck and charred 

By Zeus's bolted thunder. But for thee, 

Thou art not so unleamed as to need 

My teaching — ^let thy knowledge save thyself. 

I quaff the full cup of a présent doom, 

And wait till Zens hath quenched his will in wrath. 

Ocemus, Prometheus, art thou ignorant of this, 
That words do medicine anger ? 

FrometJieus, If the word 

"With seasonable softness touch the soul 
And, where the parts are ulcérons, sear them not 
By any rudeness. 

Ocemtis. With a noble aim 

To dare as nobly — is there harm in that ? 
Dost thou discem it ? Teach me. 

"Prometheus, I discern 
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Vain aspiration, unresultive work. 

Oceanus, Then suffer me to bear the brunt of this I 
Since it is profitable that one wbo is wise 
Should seem not wise at ail. 

Frometheus. And sucb would seem 

My very crime. 

Oceantts, In truth thine argument 
Sends me back home. 

Prometheus. Lest any lament for me 

Should cast thee down to hate. 

Oceanus. The hate of Him 

Who sits a new king on the absolute throne ? 

JBromethem* Beware of him, lest thine heart grieve 
by him. 

, Ocemus. Thy doom, Prometheus, be my teacher ! 
Prometheus. Go. 
Départ — ^beware — and keep the mind thou hast. 

Oceanus, Thy words drive after, as I rush before. 
Lo 1 my four-footed bird sweeps smooth and wide 
The flfets of air with balanced pinions, glad 
To bend his knee at home in the ocean-stall. 

[OoBANUS départs. 

Chorus, Ist strophe, 

I moan thy fate, I moan for thee, 

Prometheus 1 From my eyes too tender, 

Drop aflber drop incessantly 

The tears of my heart' s pity render 

My cheeks wet from their fountains free ; 
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Because that Zeus, the stem and cold, 
Whose law is taken from his breast, 
Uplifts his sceptre manifest 
Over the gods of old. 

Ist antistrophe. 

AU the land is moaning 
With a mnrmured plaint to-day ; 

AU the mortal nations 

Having habitations . 
In the holj Asia 

Are a dirge entoning 
Por thine honour and thy brothers*. 
Once majestic beyond others 

In the old belief, — 
"Now are groaning in the groaning 

Of.thy deep-voiced grief. 

2nd strophe, 

Mourn the maids inhabitant 

Of the Colchian land 
Who with white, calm bosoms stand 

In the battle's roar : 
Moum the Scythian tribes that hauut 
The verge of earth, Mœotis* shore. 

2nd antistrophe, 

Tea ! Arabia's battle-crown, 
And dweUers in the beetling toTra 
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Mount Caucasus sublimely nears, — 
An iron Bquadron, thundering down 
"With the sharp-prowed spears. 

But one other before, have I seen to remain 
By invincible pain 
Bound and vanquished, — one Titan ! 'twas Atlas, who 
bears 

In a curse from the gods, by that streDgth of his own 

Which he evermore wears, 
The weight of the heaven on his shoulder alone, 

While he sighs up the stars ; 
And the tides of the océan wail bursting their bars, — 

Murmurs still the profound, 
And black Hades roars up through the chasm of the 
ground. 

And the fountains of pure-running rivers moan low 
In a pathos of woe. 

Promethetiê. Beseech you, think not I am silent thus 
Through pride or scom. I only gnaw my heart 
"With méditation, seeing myself so wronged. 
!Por see — their honours to thèse new-made gods, 
"What other gave but I, and dealt them ont 
With distribution ? Ay — but here I am dumb ! 
For here, I should repeat your knowledge to you, 
If I spake aught. List rather to the deeds 
I did for mortals ; how, being fools before, 
I made them wise and true in aim of soul. 
And let me tell you — not as taunting men. 
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But teaching you the intention of mj gitls, 
How, first beholding, they beheld in vain, 
And hearing, heard not, but, like shapes in dreams, 
Mixed ail things wildly down tbe tedious time, 
!N'or knew to build a bouse against tbe sun 
"Witb wicketed aides, nor any woodcraft knew. 
But lived, like silly ants, beneatb tbe ground 
In boUow caves unsunned. Tbere, came to tbem 
"No steadfast sign of winter, nor of spring 
Flower-perfumed, nor of summer full of fruit. 
But blindly and lawlessly tbey did ail tbings, 
XJntil I taugbt tbem bow tbe stars do rise 
And set in mystery, and devised for tbem 
Number, tbe inducer of pbilosopbies, 
Tbe syntbesis of Letters, and, beside, 
Tbe artificer of ail tbings, Memory, 
Tbat sweet Muse-motber. I was first to yoke 
Tbe servile beasts in couples, carrying 
An beirdom of man's burdens on tbeir backs. 
• I joined to cbariots, steeds, tbat love tbe bit 
Tbey cbamp at — tbe cbief pomp of golden ease. 
And none but I originated sbips, 
Tbe seaman's cbariots, wandering on tbe brine 
Witb linen wings. And I — ob, misérable ! — 
"Wlio did devise for mortals ail tbese arts, 
Have no device left now to save myself 
Prom tbe woe I sufier. 

Chorus, Most unseemly woc 

Tbou sufierest, and dost stagger from tbe sen»^, 
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Bewildered ! like a bad leech falling sick 

Thoii art faint at soul, and canst not find thé drugs 

Bequired to save thyself. 

Fromethem, Harken the rest, 

And marvel further, what more arts and means 
I did invent, — this, greatest : if a man 
Fell sick, there was no cure, nor esculent 
Nor chrism nor liquid, but for lack of drugs 
Men pined and wasted, till I showed them ail 
Those mixtures of emollient remédies 
"Wbereby they might be rescued from disease. 
I fixed the various rules of mantic art, 
Discerned the vision from the common dream, 
Instructed them in vocal auguries 
Hard to interpret, and defined as plain 
The wajside omens, — flights of crook-clawed birds,- 
Showed which are, by their nature, fortunate, 
And which not so, and what the food of each, 
And what the hâtes, affections, social needs, 
Of ail to one another, — taught what sign 
Of viscéral lightness, coloured to a shade, 
May charm the génial gods, and what fair spots 
Commend the lung and liver. Buming so 
The limbs encased in fat, and the long chine, 
I led my mortals on to an art abstruse, 
And cleared their eyes to the image in the fire, 
Erst filmed in dark. Enough said now of this. 
For the other helps of man hid underground, 
The iron and the brass, silver and gold, 
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Can anj dariB affirm he found tbem out 
Before me ? none, I know ! imless he choose 
To lie in his vaunt. In one word leam the whole, — 
' That ail arts came to mortals from Prometbeus. 

Chorus, Give mortals now no inexpedient help, 
Neglecting tbine own sorrow. I bave bope still 
To see tbee, breaking from the fetter bere, 
Stand up as çtrong as Zeus. 

Frometheus, Tbis ends not tbus; 

Tbe oracular fate ordains. I must be bowed 
By infinité woes and pangs, to escape tbis cbain. 
Necessity is stronger tban mine art. 

Chorus, "Wbo bolds tbe belm of tbat Necessity ? 

'Prometheus, Tbe tbreefold Fates and tbe unforge<>- 
ting Puries. 

Chorus, Is Zeus less absolute tban tbese are P 

Frometheus, Tea, 
And tberefore cannot fly wbat is ordained. 

Chorus, "Wbat is ordained for Zeus, except to be 
A king for ever ? 

Frometheus, 'Tis too early yet 
For tbee to leam it : ask no more. 

Chorifst. Perbaps 
Tby secret may be sometbing boly ? 

Frometheus, Turn 
To anotber matter : tbis, it is not time 
To speak abroad, but utterly to veil 
In silence. For by tbat same secret kept, 
l 'scape tbis cbain's disbonour and ita woe. 
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Chorus, \st strophe» 

Never, oh never 
May Zeus, the all-giver, 
Wrestle down from liis throne 
In that might of his own 
To antagonize mine ! 
Nor let me delay 
As I bend on my way 
Toward the goda of the shrîne 
Where the alfcar is full 
Of the blood of the bull, 
Near the tossing brine 
Of Océan my father. 
May no sîn be sped in the word that îs sald. 
But my vow be rather 
Consummated, 
Nor evermore fail, nor evermore pine. 

\st antistrophe. 

'Tis sweet to have 

Life lengthened out 
"With hopes proved brave 

By the very doubt, 
Till the spirit enfold 
Those manifest joys which were foretold. 
But I thriU to behold 

Thee, victim doomed, 
By the countless cares 
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And the drear despairs 
Por ever consumed, — 
And ail because thou, who art fearless now 

Of Zeus above, 
Didst overflow for mankind below 
"Witli a free-souled, révèrent love. 

Ah friend, behold and see ! 
"What's ail the beauty of humanity ? 

Can it be fair ? 
What's ail the strength ? is it strong ? 

And what hope can they bear, 
Thèse dying livers — ^living one day long ? 
Ah, seest thou not, my friend, 
How feeble and slow 
And like a dream, doth go 
This poor blind manhood, drifted from its end ? 
And how no mortal wranglings can confuse 
The harmony of Zeus ? 

Prometheus, I have leamt thèse things 
Prom the sorrow in thy face. 

Another song did fold its wings 
TJpon my lips in other days, 
When round the bath and round the bed 
The Jbymeneal chant instead 

I sang for thee, and smiled, — 
And thou didst lead, with gifts and vows, 

Hesione, my father's child, 
To be thy wedded spouse. 



PEOMETHEUS BOTJND 



165 



lo enters, 

lo, What land is this ? what people is liere ? 
And who is lie that writhes, I see, 

In the rock-hung chain ? 
Now what is the crime that hath brought thee to pain ? 
Now what is the land — make answer free — 
Which I wander through, in mj wrong and fear? 

Ah ! ah I ah me 1 ' 
The gad-fly stingeth to agony ! 
O Earth, keep off that phantasm pale 
Of earth-born Argus ! — ah ! — I quail 

When mv soul descries 
That herdsman with the mjrriad eyes 
Which seem, as he cornes, one crafty eye. 
Graves hide him not, though he should die, 
But he doggeth me in my misery 
Prom the roots of death, on high — on high — 
And along the sands of the siding deep, 
Ail famine-wom, he foUows me, 
And his waxen reed doth undersound 

The waters round 
And giveth a measure that giveth sleep. 

"Woe, woe, woe ! 
"Where shall my weary course be done ? 
What wouldst thou with me, Saturn's son P 
And in what have I sinned, that I should go 
Thus yoked to grief by thine hand for ever ? 
Ah ! ah ! dost vex me so 
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That I madden and shiver 
Stung through with dread ? 
Flash the fire down to bum me ! 
Heave the earth up to cover me ! 
plunge me in thé deep, with the sait waves over me, 
That the sea-beasts may be fed ! 

0 king, do not spurn me 

In my prayer ! 
For this wandering everlonger, evermore, 

Hath overwom me, 
And I know not on what shore 

1 may rest from my despair. 

Chorus. Hearest thou what the ox-horned maideu 
saith P 

Prometheus, How could I choose but harken what 
she saith, 

The phrensied maiden ? — Inachus's child ? — 
Who love-warms Zeus's heart, and now is lashed 
By Heré's hate along the unending ways P 

lo, Who taiight thee to articulafce that name, — 
My father's ? Speak to his child 
By grief and shame defiled ! 
Who art thou, victim, thou who dost acclaim 
Mine anguish in true words on the wide air, 
And callest too by name the curse that came 

From Heré unaware, 
To waste and pierce me with its maddening goad P 
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Ah — ail — I leap 
"With the pang of the hungry — I bound on the road — 

I am driven by my doom — 

I am overcome 
By the wrath of an enemy strong and deep ! 
Are any of those who have tasted pain, 

Alas ! as wretched as I P 
Now tell me plain, doth aught remain 
For my soul to endure beneath the sky ? 
Is there any help to be holpen by ? 
If knowledge be in thee, let it be said I 

Cry aloud — cry 
To the wandering, woful maid. 

Frometheus, "WTiatever thou wouldst leam I will 
déclare, — 

No riddle upon my lips, but such straight words 
As fipiends should use to each other when they talk. 
Thou seest Prometheus, who gave mortals fire. 

lo. O common Help of ail men, known of ail, 
0 misérable Prometheus, — for what cause 
Dost thou endure thus ? 

Fromethetis, I have done with wail 

!For my own griefs, but lately. 

2(9. Wilt thou not 

Vouchsafe the boon to me ? 

JPromeiheus, Say what thou wilt, 

Por I vouchsafe ail. 

Jo. Speak then, and reveal 
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Who shut ibee in tliis cbasm. 



Prometheus, 
The hand of his HepluBstus. 



The will oi Zeus, 



lo. 



And what crime 



Dost expiate so ? 



Frometheus. Enough for thee I hâve told 



The limit of mj wonderîng, and the time 
Which yet is lacking to fulfil my grief. 

Fromethew, Why, not to know were better than to 
know 
For such as thou. 

lo, Beseecb thee, blind me not 

To that which I most suffer. 

Prometheus. If I do, 

The reason is not that I gradge.a boon. 

lo, What reason, then, prerents thj speaking ont P 

Frometheus, No grudging ; but a fear to break thine 
heart. 

lo, Less care for me, I pray thee. Certainty 
I count for advantage. 

Frometheus, Thou wilt bave it so 

And therefore I must speak. Now hear — 

Chorus, Not yet. 

Give half the guerdon my way. Let us leam 
Pirst, what the curse is that befell the maid, — 
Her own voice telling her own wasting woes : 
The séquence of that anguish shall await 



In so much only. 



lo. 



Nay, but show besides 
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The teaching qf thy lips. 

Prometheiis, It doth behove 

That thou, Maid lo, sbouldst voucbsafe to tbese 
Tbe grâce tbey pray, — tbe more,becau8e tbey are called 
Tby fatber's sîsters : since to open out 
And moum out grief wbere it is possible 
To draw a tear from tbe audiénce, is a work 
Tbat pays its own price well. 

lo. I cannot cboose 

But trust you, nympbs, and tell you ail ye ask, 
In clear words — tbougb I sob amid my speecb 
In speaking of tbe storm-curse sent from Zeus, 
And of my beauty, from wbicb beigbt it took 
Its swoop on me, poor wretcb ! left tbus deformed 
And monstrous to your eyes. îor evermore 
Around my virgin-cbamber, wandering went 
Tbe nigbtly visions wbicb entreated me 
"Witb syllabled smootb sweetness. — * Blessed maid, 
"WTiy lengtben out tby maiden bours wben fate 
Permits tbe noblest spousal in tbe world ? 
"Wben Zeus bums witb tbe arrow of tby love 
And fain would toucb tby beauty ? — Maiden, tbou 
Despise not Zeus ! départ to Leme's mead 
Tbat's green around tby fatber's flocks and stalls, 
TJntil tbe passion of tbe beavenly Eye 
£e quencbed in sigbt.' Sucb dreams did ail nigbt long 
Constrain me — me, nnbappy I — till I dared 
To tell my fatber bow tbey trod tbe dark 
"Witb visionary steps. Wbereat be sent 
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His fréquent heralds to tho Pjthiaii fane, 

And also to DodoDa, and inquired 

How best, by act or speech, to please the gods. 

The same retuming brought back oracles 

Of doubtful sensé, indefinite response, 

Dark to interpret ; but at last there came 

To Inachus an answer that was clear, 

Thrown straight as any boit, and spoken ont — 

This — * he should drive me from mj home and land 

And bid me wander to the extrême verge 

Of ail the earth — or, if he willed it not, 

Should have a thunder with a fiery eye 

Leap straight from Zeus to bum up ail his race 

To the last root of it.' By whicb Loxian word 

Subdued, he drove me forth and shut me out, 

He loth, me loth, — but Zeus' s violent bit 

Compelled him to the deed : when instantly 

My body and soul were changëd and distraught, 

And, homëd as ye see, and spurred along 

By the fanged insect, with a maniac leap 

I rushed on to Cerchnea's limpid stream 

And Leme's fountain-water. There, the earth-bom, 

The herdsman Argus, most immitigable 

Of wrath, did find me out, and track me ont 

With countless eyes set staring at my steps : 

And though an unexpected sudden doom 

Drew him firom life, I, curse-tormented still, 

And driven from land to land before the scourge 

The gods hold o'er me. So thou hast heard the past. 



PEOMETHEUS BOUND. 



171 



And if a bitter future thou canst tell, 
Speak on. I charge thee, do not flatter me 
Through pity, with false words ; for, in mj mind, 
Deceiving works more shame than torturing doth. 

Chorus, 

Ah ! silence here ! 

Nevermore, nevermore 

"Would I languish for 

The stranger's word 

To thrill in mine ear — 
Nevermore for the wrong and the woe and *the fear 

So hard to behold, 

So cruel to bear, 
Piercing my soul with a double-edged sword 

Of a sliding cold. 

Ah Fate ! ah me I 

I shudder to see 
This wandering maid in her agony. 

Prometheus, Grief is too quick in thee and fear too 
full: 

Be patient till thou hast learnt the rest. 

Chorus, Speak: teach. 

To those who are sad already, it seems sweet, 
By elear foreknowledge to make perfect, pain. 

Promethem, The boon ye asked me first was lightly 
won, — 

For first ye asked the story of this maid's grief 
As her own lips raight tell it. Now remains 
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To list wliat other sorrows she so young 

Must bear from Heré. Inachus's child, 

O thou ! drop down thy soul my weighty words, 

And measure out the landmarks which are set 

To end thy wandering. Toward the orient sun 

First turn thy face from mine and joumey on 

Along the désert flats till thou shalt come 

"Where Scythia's shepherd peoples dwell aloft, 

Perched in wheeled waggons under woven roofs, 

And twang the rapid arrow past the bow — 

Approach,them not ; but siding in thy course 

The rugged shore-rocks résonant to the sea, 

Départ that country. On the lefb hand dwell 

The iron-workers, called the Chalybes, 

Of whom beware, for certes they are uncouth 

And nowise bland to étrangers. Beaching so 

The stream Hybristes (well the scomer called), 

Attempt no passage, — it is hard to pass, — 

Or ère thou come to Caucasus itself, 

That highest of mountains, where the river leaps 

The précipice in his strength. Thou must toil up 

Those mountain-tops that neighbour with the stars, 

And tread the south way, and draw near, at last, 

The Amazonian host that hateth man. 

Inhabitants of Themiscyra, close 

TJpon Thermodon, where the sea's rough jaw 

Doth gnash at Salmydessa and provide 

A cruel host to seamen, and to ships 

A stepdame. They with unreluctant hand 
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Shall lead thee on and on, till thou arrive 
Just where the ocean-gates show narrowest 
On the Cimmerian isthmus. Leaving which, 
Behoves thee swim with fortitude of seul 
The strait Mœotis. Ay, and evermore 
That traverse shall be famous on men's lips, 
That strait, called Bosphorus, the horned one's road, 
So named because of thee, who so wilt pass 
From Europe' s plain to Asia's continent. 
How think ye, nyinphs ? the king of gods appears 
Impartial in ferocious deeds ? Behold ! 
The god désirons of this mortars love 
Hath cursed her with thèse wanderings. Ah, fair child, 
Thou hast met a bitter groom for bridai troth ! 
For ail thou yet hast heard, can only prove 
The incompleted prélude of thy doom. 
lo. Ah, ah ! 

JPromeiheus» Is't thy turn, now, to shriek and moan ? 
How wilt thou, whenthou hastharkenedwhat remains? 
Chorus, Besides the grief thou hast told can aught 
remain p 

Frometheus, A sea — of foredooined evil worked to 
storm. 

lo, What boots my life, then ? why not cast myself 
Down headlong from this misérable rock, 
That, dashed against the flats, I may redeem 
My soul from sorrow ? Better once to die 
Than day by day to suffer. 

JPrometheus. Verily, 
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It would be hard for thee to bear mj woe 
Por whom it is appoînted not to die. 
Death frees from woe : but I before me see 
In ail my far prévision not a bound 
To ail I sufier, ère that Zeus shall fall 
Prorn being a king. 

lo. And can it ever be 

That Zeus sball fall from empire P 

JPrometliem, Thou, methinks, 

"Wouldst take some joy to see it. 

lo, Could I choose ? 

Jwho endure sucb pangs now, by that god ! 

JPrometheus, Leam from me, therefore, that the 
event shall be. 

lo» By whom shall his impérial sceptred hand 
Be emptied so ? 

JBromeiheus. Himself shall spoil hîmself, 
Through his idiotie counsels 

lo, How? déclare: 

Unless the word bring evil. 

JPrometheus, He shall wed ; 

And in the marriage-bond be joined to grie£ 

lo, A heavenly bride — or human ? Speak it out 
If it be utterable. 

JPrometheus, Why should I say which ? 
It ought not to be uttered, verily. 

lo, Then 
It is his wife shall tear him from his throne ? 

JPrometheus. It is his wife shall bear a son to him. 
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More mighty than tbe father. 

lo. Erom this doom 

Hath he no refuge ? 

JPrometheus, None : or ère that I, 

Loosed from thèse fetters — 

lo, Tea — but who shall loose 

"Wbile Zeus is adverse ? 

JPrometheus, One who is born of thee : 

It is ordained so. 

lo, What is this thou sayest ? 

A son of mine shall liberate thee from woe ? 
. Prometheus, After ten générations, count three more, 
And find him in the third. 

lo, The oracle 

Eemains obscure. 

JPrometheus. And search it not, to leam 
Thine own griefs from it. 

lo. Point me not to a good, 

To leave me straight bereaved. 

Prometheus, I am prepared 

To grant thee one of two things. 

lo. But which two ? 

Set them before me ; grant me power to choose. 

Prometheus, I grant it ; choose now : shàll I name 
aloud 

"What griefs remain to wound thee, or what hand 
Shall save me out of mine ? 

Chorus, Vouchsafe, O god, 

The one grâce of the twain to her who prays ; 
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The next to me ; and tum back neither prayer 
Dishonour'd by déniai. To herself 
Recount the future wandering of her feet ; 
Then point me to the looser of thy chain, 
Because I yeam to know him. 

JPrometheus, Since ye will, 

Of absolute will, this knowledge, I will set 
No contrary against it, nor keep back 
A Word of ail ye ask for. lo, first 
To thee I must relate thy wandering. course 
Far winding. As I tell it, write it down 
In thy soul's book of memories. "When thou hast past 
The refluent bound that parts two continents, 
Track on the footsteps of the orient sun 
In his own fire, across the roar of seas, — 
Ply till thou hast reàched the Gorgonœan flats 
Beside Cisthene. There, the Phorcides, 
Three ancient maideus, live, with shape of swan. 
One tooth between them, and one common eye, 
On whom the sun doth never look at ail 
With ail his rays, nor evermore the moon 
When she looks through the night. Anear to whom 
Are the Gorgon sisters three, enclothed with wings, 
With twisted snakes for ringlets, man-abhorred : 
There is no mortal gazes in their face 
And gazing can breathe on. I speak of such 
To guard thee from their horror. Ay, and list 
Another taie of a dreadful sight ; beware 
The Griffins. those unbarking dogs of Zeus, 
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Those sharp-mouthed dogs ! — and the Arimaspian li08t 

Of one-eyed horsemen, habiting beside 

The river of Pluto that runs bright with gold : 

Approacb tbem not, beseech tbee. Presently 

Thou'lt corne to a distant land, a dusky tribe 

Of dwellers at tbe fountain of the Sun, 

Whence flow» the river JEthiops ; wind along 

Its banks and tum off at the cataracts, . 

Just as the Nile pours from the Bybline hills 

His holy and sweet wave ; his course shall guide 

Thine own to that triahgular Nile-ground 

Where, lo, is ordained for thee and thine 

A lengthened exile. Have I said in this 

Aught darkly or incompletely ? — now repeat 

The question, make the knowledge fuller 1 Lo, 

I have more leisure than I covet, here. 

Oliorus, If thou canst tell us aught that' s left untold, 
Or loosely told, of her most dreary flight, 
Déclare it straight: but if thou hast .uttéred ail, 
Grant us that latter grâce for which we prayed, 
Bemembering how we prayed it. 

JPrometheus, . She has heard 

The uttermost of her wandering. There it ends. 
But that she may be certain not to have heard 
Ail vainly, I will speak what she endured 
Ere coming hither, and învoke the past 
To prove my prescience true. And so — to leave 
A multitude of words and pass at once 
To the subject of thy course — when thou hadst gone 
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To those MoloBsian plains which sweep around 
Dodona shouldering Heaven, whereby the fane 
Of Zeus Thesprotian keepeth oracle, 
And, wonder past belief, where oaks do wave 
Articulate adjurations — (ay, the same 
Saluted thee in no perplexëd phrase 
But clear with glory, noble wife of Zeus 
That shouldst be, — ^there some sweetness took thy 
sensé!) 

Thou didst rush further onward, stung along 
The ocean-shore, toward Ehea's mighty bay 
And, tost back from it, wast tost to it again 
In stormy évolution : — and, know well. 
In coming time that hoUow of the sea 
Shall bear the name lonîan and présent 
A monument of lo's passage through, 
TJnto ail mortals. Be thèse words the signs 
Of my seul' s power to look beyond the veil 
Of visible things. The rcât, to you and her 
I will déclare in common audience, nymphs, 
Betuming thither where my speech brake off. 
There is a town Canobus, built upon 
The earth's fair màrgin at the mouth of Nîle 
And on the mound washed up by it ; lo, there 
Shall Zeus give back to thee thy perfect mind. 
And only by the pressure and the touch 
Of a hand not terrible ; and thou to Zeus 
Shalt bear a dusky son who shall be called 
Thence, Epaphus, Touched. That son shall pluck the 
fruit 
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Of ail that land wide-watered by the flow 

Of Nile ; but aft^ him, when coùntîng out 

As far as the fifth full génération, then 

Pull fifby maidens, a fair woman-race, 

Shall back to Argos turn reluctantly, 

To fly the proffered nuptials of tbeir kin, 

Their father's brothers. Thèse being passîon-struckj^ 

Like falcons bearing hard on flying doves, 

Shall follow, hunting at a quany of love 

They should not hunt ; till envions Heaven maîntain 

A curse betwixt that beauty and their désire, 

And Q-reece reçoive them, to be overcome 

In murtherous woman-war, by fierce red hands 

Kept Savage by the night. For every wife 

Shall slay a husband, dyeing deep in blood 

The s Word of a double edge — (I wish indeed 

As fair a marriage-joy to ail my foes !) 

One bride alone shall fail to smite to death 

The head upon her pillow, toùched with love, 

Made impotent of purpose and impelled 

To choose the lesser evil, — shame on her cheeks, 

Than blood-guilt on her hands : which bride shall bear 

A royal race in Argos. Tedious speech 

"Were needed to relate particulars 

Of thèse things ; 'tis enough that from her seed 

Shall spring the strong He, fainous with the bow, 

"Whose arm shall break my fetters off. Behold, 

My mother Themis, that old Titaness, 

Delivered to me such an oracle, — 
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But how and when, I should be long to speak, 
And thou, in hearing, wouldst not gain at ail. 

lo. Eleleu, eleleu ! 

How the spasm and the pain 

And-the fire on the brain 

Strike, burning me through ! 

How the sting of the curse, ail aflame as it flew, 

Pricks me onward again ! 

How my heart in its terror is spnming my breast, 

And my eyes, like the wheels of a chariot, roll round ! 

I am whirled from my course, to the east, to the wést, 

In the whirlwind of phrensy ail madly inwound — 

And my mouth is unbridled for anguish and hate, 

And my words beat in vain, in wild storms of unrest, 

On the sea of my desolate fate. 

[To rushes out. 

Chortts, — strophe. 

Oh, wise was he, oh, wise was he 
Who first within his spirit knew 
And with his tongue declared it true 
That love cornes best that cornes unto 

The equal of degree ! 
And that the poor and that the low 
Should seek no love from those above 
"Whose soûls are fluttered with the flow 
Of airs about their golden height, 
Or proud because they see arow 
Ancestral crowns of light. 
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Antistrophe, 

Oh, never, never may ye, Fates, 

Behold me with ybur awful eyes 

Lift mine too fondly up the skies 
Where Zeus upon the purple waits ! 

Nor let me step too near — too near 
To any suitor, bright from heaven : 

Because I see, because I fear 
This loveless maiden vexed and laden 
By this fell curse of Heré, driven 

On wanderinga dread and drear. 

JEpode. 

"Ntij, grant an equal troth înstead 

Of nuptial love, to bind me by I 
It will not hurt, I shall not dread 

To meet it in reply. 
But let not love from those above 
Bevert and fix me, as I said, 

With that inévitable Eye ! 
I have no sword to fight that fight, 
I have no strength to tread that path, 
I know not if my nature hath 
The power to bear, I cannot see 
Whither from Zeus' s infinité 
I have the power to fiée. 

Trometheus, Tet Zeus, albeit most absolute of wilL. 
Shall tum to meekness, — such a marriage-rite 
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He holds in préparation, which anon 

Shall thrust him headlpng from bis gèrent seat 

Adown the abjsmal void, and so the curse 

His fatlier Chronos muttered in his fall, 

As he fell fro^l his ancient throne and cuursed, 

Shall be accomplished wholly. No escape 

From ail that ruin shall the filial Zeus 

Pind granted to him from any of his gods, 

TJnless I teach him. I the refuge know, 

And I, the means. Now, therefore, let him sit 

And brave the imminent doom, and fix his faith 

On his supernal noises, hurtling on 

With restless hand the boit that breathes ont fire ; 

For thèse things shall not help him, none of them 

Nor hinder his perdition when he faUs 

To shame, and lower than patience : such a foe 

He doth himself prépare against him self, 

A wonder of unconquerable hate. 

An organizer of sublimer fire 

Than glares in lightnings, and of grander sound 

Than aught the thunder roUs, outthundering it, 

With power to shatter in Poseidon's fist 

The trident-spear which, while it plagues the sea, 

Doth shake the shores around it. Aj, and Zeus, 

Precipitated thus, shall leam at length 

The différence betwixt rule and servitude. 

Chorus, Thou makest threats for Zeus of thy desires. 

Tromethetis, 1 tell 70U, ail thèse things shall be 
fulfilled 
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Eyen so as I désire them. 

OhoruB, Must we then 

Look out for oue sball corne to master Zeus ? 

Fromethews. Thèse chains weigh lighter than his 
sorrows sball. 

Chorus, How art thou not afraid to utter sucli words? 

Frometheus, Wliat should Jfear, who cannot die? 

Chorus, But he 

Can visit thee with dreader woe than death's. 

Frometheùs. Why, let him do it! I am hère, 
prepared 
Por ail things and their pangs. 

Chorus. The wise are they 

Who révérence Adrasteia. 

JPrometheus. Eeverence thou, 

Adore thou, flatter thou, whomever reigns, 
"Whenever reigning ! but for me, your Zeus 
Is less than nothing. Let.him act and reign 
His brief hour out according to his will — 
He will not, tberefore, rule the gods too long. 
But lo ! I see that coutier-^god of Zeus, 
That new-made menial of the new-crowned king : 
He doubtless cornes to announce to us something new. 

Hbbmes CTUers. 

Hermès, I speak to thee, the sopbist, the talker 
down 

Of scom bj scorn, the sinner against gods, 
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The reverencer of men, the thief of fire, — 
I speak to thee and adjure thee ! Zeus requires 
Thy déclaration of what marriage-rite 
Thus moves thy vaunt and shall hereafter cause 
His fall from empire. Do not wrap thy speech 
In riddles, but speak clearly ! Never cast 
Ambiguous paths, Prometheus, for my feet, 
Since Zeus, thou may'st perçoive, is scarcely'won 
To mercy by such means. 

Frometheus. A speech well-mouthed. 

In the utterance, and full-minded in the sensé, 
As doth befit a servant of the gods ! 
New gods, ye newly reign, and think forsooth 
Te dwell in towers too high for any dart 
To carry a wound there ! — have I not stood by 
"While two kings fell from thence ? and shall I not 
Behold the third, the same who rules you now, 
Fall, shamed to sudden ruin ? — Do I seem 
To tremble and quail before your modem gods ? 
Par be it from me ! — For thyself, départ, 
Be-tread thy steps in haste. To ail thou hast asked 
I answer nothing. 

Hermès, Such a wind of pride 

Impelled thee of yore full sail upon thèse rocks. 

Prometheus, I would not barter — leam thou soothly 
that !— 

My suffering for thy service. I maintain 
It is a nobler thing to serve thèse rocks 
Than live a faithful slave to father Zeus. 
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Thus upon scorners I retort their scorn. 

Sermes, It seems that thou dost glory in thy 
despair. 

rrometheuB, I glory ? would my foes did glory so, 
And I stood by to see them ! — ^naming whom, 
Thou art not unremembered. 

Sermes» Dost thou charge 

Me also with the blâme of thy mischance ? 

Fromethem. I tell thee I loathe the universal gods, 
Who for the good I gave them rendered back 
Q?he ill of their injustice. 

JEermes, Thou art mad — 

Thou art raving, Titan, at the fever-height. 

Frometheus, If it be madnesa to abhor my foes, 
May I be mad ! 

Sermes, If thou wert prosperous 
Thou wouldst be unendurable. 

Promethem. Alas ! 

Sennes, Zeus knows not that word. 

Fromeiheus. But maturing Time 

Teaches ail things. 

Sermes, Howbeit, thou hast not leamt 

The wisdom yet, thou needest. 

Trometheus, lî I had, 

I should not talk thus with a slave like thee. 

Sermes, Wo answer thou vouchsafest, I believe, 
To the great Sire's requirement. 

Frometheuê, Yerily 
I owe him grateful service, — and should pay it. 



186 



PBOMSTHSUS BOUHJ). 



Sermes, Why, thou dost mock me, Titan, as I stood 
A. child before thy face, 

Frometheu8, No child, forsooth, 

But yet more foolish than a foolish child. 
If thou expect that I should answer aught 
Th j Zeus can ask. No torture from his hand 
Nor auy machination in the world 
Shall force mine utterance ère he loose, himself, 
Thèse cankerous fetters from me. For the rest, 
Let him now hurl his blanching lightnings down, 
And with his white-winged snows and mutterings deep 
Of subterranean thunders mix ail things, 
Confound them in disorder. None of this 
Shall bend my sturdy will and make me speak 
The name of his dethroner who^hall corne. 

Hermès, Can this avail thee P Look to it 1 

JPrometheus, Long ago 

It was looked forward to, precounselled of. 

Hermès, Yain god, take righteous courage 1 dare 
for once 

To apprehend and front thine agonies 
With a just prudence. 

JPrometheus, Vainly dost thou chafe 

My seul with exhortation, as yonder sea 
Goes beating on the rock. Oh, think no more 
That I, fear-struck by Zeus tq a woman's mind, 
Will supplicate him, loathëd as he îs, 
With féminine upliftings of my hands, 
To break thèse chains. Far from me be the thought I 
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Hermès. I hâve îndeed, methinks, saîd much in 
vain,. . 

Por still ihj heart beneath mj showers of prayers 
Lies dry and.hard — ^nay, leaps like a young horse 
Who bites against the new bit in bis teeth, 
And tugs and struggles against tbe new-tried rein, — 
Still fiercest in tbe feeblest tbing of ail, 
Whicb sopbism is ; since absolute will disjoined 
From perfect mind is worse tban weak. Bebold, 
TJnless my words persuade thee, wbat a blast 
And wbirlwînd of inévitable woe 
Must sweep persuasion tbrougb tbee ! For at first 
Tbe Father will split up tbis jut of rock 
Witb tbe great tbunder and tbe bolted flame, 
And bide tby body wbfere a binge of stone 
Sball catcb it like an arm; and wben tbou bast 
passed 

A long black time witbin, tbou sbalt corne put 
To front tbe sun wbile Zeus's winged bound, 
The strong camivorous eagle, sball wbeel down 
To meet tbee, self-called to a daily feast. 
And set bis fierce beak in tbee and tear off 
Tbe long rags of tby flesb and batten deep 
TJpon tby dusky liver. Do not look 
For any end moreover to tbis curse 
Or ère some god appear, to accept tby panga 
On bis own bead vicarious, and descend 
Wifcb mireluctant step tbe darks of liell 
And gloomy abysses around Tartarus. 
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Then ponder this — this threat is Dot a growth 
Of vain invention ; it is spoken and meant ; 
King Zeus's mouth is impotent to He, 
Consummating the utterance by tlie act ; 
So, look to it, thon ! take heed, and nevermore 
Porget good counsel, to indulge self-will. 

Chorus. Our Hermès suits liis reasons to the times ; 
At least I think so, since he bids thee drop 
Self-will for prudent counsel. Tield to him I 
When the wise err, their wisdom makes their shame. 
Frometheus. TJnto me the foreknower, this mandate 
of power 

He cries, to reveal it. 
"What's strange in my fate, if I suffer from hate 

At the hour that I feel it ? 
Let the locks of the lightning, ail bristling and 
whitening, 

Mash, coiling me round, 
While the œther goes surging 'neath thunder and 
scourging 

Of wild winds unbound ! 
Let the blast of the firmament whirl from its place 

The earth rooted below, 
And the brine of the océan, in rapid émotion, 

Be driven in the face 
Of the stars up in heaven, as they walk to and fro ! 
Let him hurl me anon into Tartarus — on — 

To the blackest degree, 
With Necessity's vortices strangling me down ; 
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But he cannot join death to a fate meant for me ! 
Hermès, Why, the words that he speaks and the 
thoughts that he thînks 
Are maniacal ! — add, 
If the Tate who hath bound him should loose not the 

links, 
He were utterly mad. 
Then départ ye who groan with him, 
Leaving to moan with him, — 
Q-o in haste! lest the.roar of the thunder anearing 
Should blast y ou to idiocy, living and hearing. 

OhoTus, Change thy speech for another, thy thought 
for a new, 

If to move me and teach me indeed be thy care ! 
For thy words swerve so far from the loyal and true 

That the thunder of Zeus seems more easy to bear. 
How! couldst teach me to venture such vileness? 
behold ! 

I choose, with this victim, this anguish foretold ! 
I "recoil from the traiter in hate and disdain, 
And I know that the ourse of the treason is worse 
Than the pang of the chaîn. 
Hermès. Then remember, O nymphs, what I tell 
you before, 

Wor, when pierced by the arrows that Até will throw 
you, 

Cast blâme on your fate and déclare evermore 
That Zeus thrust you on anguish he did not fore- 
show you. 
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Nay, veriiy, nay ! for ye pensli ation 
Por yoTir deed — by your choice. By no blindness 
of doubt, 

"No abruptness of doom, but by madness alone, 
In the great net of Até^ whence none cometh out, - 

Te are wound and undone. 
Tromethem, Ay ! in act now, in word now no more, 
Earth is rocking in space. 
And the thunders crash up with a roar upon roar, 

And the eddying lightnings flash fire in my face, 
And the whirlwinds are whirling the dust round and* 
round, 

And the blasts of the winds universal leap free 
And blow each upon each with a passion of sound,' 

And œther goes mingling in storm with the sea. 
Such a €urse on my head, in a manifest dread, 

Erom the hand of your Zeus has been hurtled along. 
0 my mother's fair glory ! O -Slther, enringing 
Ail eyes with the sweet common light of thy bringing ! 
Dost Bee how I suffer this wrong P 
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A LAMENT FOR ADONIS. 

VBOlf BION. 
• 



I. 

I MOUBK- for Adonis — Adonis is dead, 

Fair Adonis is dead and the Loves are lamenting. 
Sleep, Cypris, no more on thy purple-strewed bed : 

Arise, wretch stoled in black ; beat thy breast un- 
relenting, 

And sbriek to the worlds, ' Fair Adonis is dead.' 

n. 

I mourn for Adonis — the Loves are lamenting. 

He lies on the hills in his beauty and death ; 
The white tusk of a boar has transpierced his white 
thigh. 

Cytherea grows mad at his thin gasping breath, 
While the black blood drips down on the pale ivory, 
And his eyeballs lie quenched with the weight of his 
brows, 

The rose fades &om his lips, and upon them just parted 
The kiss dies the goddess consents noi to lose, 
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Thougïi the kiss of the Dead cannot make her glad- 
hearted : 

He knows not who kîsses him dead in the dews. 

m. 

I moum for Adonis— the Loves are lamenting. 

Deep, deep in the thîgh is Adonis*s wound, 
But a deeper, is Cypris's bosom presenting. 

Tbe youth lieth dead while his dogs howl around. 
And the nymphs weep aloud from the mists of the hill, 

And the poor Aphrodîté, with tresses nnbound, 
AU dishevelled, unsandaled, shrieks moumful and shrill 

Through the dusk of the grèves. The thoms, tearing 
her feet, 

Gather up the red flower of her blood which is holy, 
Each footstep she takes ; and the valleys repeat 

The sharp cry she utters and draw it out slowly. ' 
She calls on her spouse, her Assyrian, on him 

Her own youth, while the dark blood spreads over his 
body, 

The chest taking hue from the gash in the limb, 

m 

And the bosom once ivory, tnming to ruddy. 

IV. 

Ah, ah, Cytherea ! the Loves are lamenting. 

She lost her faîr spouse and so lost her fair smile : 
When he lived she was fair, by the whole world's con- 
senting, 

Whosefaimess is dead with him: woeworth thewhile! 
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Ali tbe mountains above and the oaklands below 
Murmur, ah, ab Adonis ! tbe streams overflow 

Apbrodité's deep wail ; river-fountains in pity 

"Weep soft in tbe bills, and tbe flowers as tbey blow 

Eedden outward witb sorrow, wbile ail bear bêr go 
Witb tbe song of ber sadness tbrougb mountain and 
city. 

Ab, ab, Cytberea I Adonis is dead, 

Fair Adonis is dead — Ecbo answers, Adonis ! 

Wbo weeps not for Cypris, wben bowing ber bead ' 
Sbe stares at tbe wound wbere it gapes and astonies ? 

— Wben, ab, ab ! — sbe saw bow tbe blood ran away 
And empurpled tbe tbigb, and, witb wild bands flung 
ont, 

Said witb sobs, * Stay, Adonis ! unbappy one, stay, 
' Let me feel tbee once more, let me ring tbee about 

Witb tbe clasp of my arms, and press kiss into kiss ! 
Wait a little, Adonis, and kiss me again, 

For tbe last time, beloved, — and but so mucb of tbis 
Tbat tbe kiss may leam life from tbe warmtb of tbe 
strain 1 

— Till tby breatb sball exude from tby soul to my moutb, 
To my beart, and, tbe love-cbarm I once more re- 
ceiving, 

May drink tby love in it and keep of a trutb 
Tbat one kiss in tbe place of Adonis tbe living. 
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Thou fliest me, mournful one, fliest me far, 

My Adonis, and seekest the Acheron portai, — 
To Heirs cruel King goest down with a scar, 

"While I weep and live on like a wretched immortal, 
And follow no step ! 0 Persephoné, take him, 

My husband ! — thou'rt better and brighter than I, 
So ail beauty flows down to thee : Jcannot make him 

Look up at my grief ; there's despair in my cry, 
Since I wail for Adonis who died to me — died to me — 
Then, I fear thee ! — Art thou dead, my Adored ? 
Passion ends like a dream in the sleep that's denied to 
me, 

Cypris is widowed, the Loves seek theîr lord 
AU the house through in vain. Charm of cestus has 
ceased 

With thy clasp ! O too bold in the hunt past pre^ 
venting, 

Ay, mad, thou so fair, to have strife with a beast!' 
Thus the goddess waUed on — and the Loves are 
lamenting. 

VI. 

Ah, ah, Cytherea ! Adonis is dead. 

She wept tear after tear with the blood which was 
shed. 

And both tumed into flowers for the earth's garden- 
close, 

Her tears, to the wind-flower ; his blood, to the rose. 
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I moiim for Adonis — Adonis is dead. 

"Weep no more in the woods, Cytherea, thy lover ! 
So, well : make a place for his corse in thy bed, 

With the purples thou sleepest in, under and over. 
He's fair though a corse — a fair corse, like a sleeper. 

Lay him soft in the silks he had pleasure to fold 
When, beside thee at night, holy dreams deep and 
deeper 

Enclosed his young life on the couch made of gold. 
Love him still, poor Adonis ; cast on him together 
The crowns and the flowers : since he died from the 
place, 

Why, let ail die with him ; letthe blossoms go wither, 
Baîn myrtles and olive-buds down on his face. 

Bain the myrrh down, let ail that is best fall a-pining, 
Since the myrrh of his life from thy keeping is 
swept. 

Pale he lay, thine Adonis, in purples reclining ; 
The Loves raised their voices around him and wept. 

They have shom their bright curls off to cast on Adonis; 

One treads on his bow, — on his arrows, another, — 

One breaks up a well-feathered quiver, and one is 
Sent low at a sandaJ, untying the strings. 
And one carries the vases of gold from the springs, 

"While one washes the wound, — and behind them a 
brother 

Fans down on the body sweet air with his wings. 
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Cy therea herself now the Loves are lamenting. 

Eacli torch at the door HymensBus blew out ; 
And, the mamage-wreath dropping ita leaves as re- 
pentiDg, 

No more * Hymeo, Hymen,' is chanted about. 
But the ai ai instead — * ai alas' is begun 

For Adonis, and then foUows * ai Hymenœus !' 
The Grâces are weeping for Cinyris' son, 

Sobbing low each to each, * His fair eyes cannot 
seeusl' 

Their wail strikes more shrill than the sadder Dioné*s. 

The Fates moum aloud for Adonis, Adonis, 

Deep chanting ; he hears not a word tbat they say : 

He would hear, but Persephoné bas him in keeping. 
— Cease moan, Cytherea : leave pomps for to-day. 

And weep new when a new year refits thee for 
weeping. 
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0 Saored Bsaenoe, lighting me thia hour, 
How maj I lightly stàle thj great power H 

Echo. Power. 

Power 1 bat of whenoe P nnder the greenwood spraye ? 

Or liv'st in Hearen ? aaje. 
JBeho. In Hearens aje. 

In HeaTexji aye I teU, may I it obtayne 

By alms, by fasting, prayer, — ^by paine P 
Eeho, By paine. 

Show me the paine, it shall be nndergone : 

1 to mine end will still go on. 

JSSbAo. Oo on. 
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A POET could not sleep aright, 
For his soul kept up too niuch light 
Under his eyelids for the- night. 

And tlius be rose disquieted 

With Bweet rhymes ringing through his head, 

And in the forest wanderëd 

Wliere, sloping up the darkest glades, 
The moon had drawn long colonnades 
Upon whose floor the verdure fades 

To a faint silver, pavement fair 

The antique wood-nymphs scarce would dare 

To foot-print o'er, had such been there, 

And rather sit by breathlèssly, 
With fear in their large eyes, to see 
The consecrated sight. But he 
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The poet who, witli spirit-kiss 
Eamiliar, had long claimed for bis 
Whatever eartbly beauty is, 

Who also in Lis spirit bore 

A beauty passing tbe eartb's store, 

Walked calmly onward evermore. 

His aimless tboughts in mètre went, 
Like a babe's band witbout intent 
Drawn down a seyen-stringed instrument: 

Nor jarred it witb bis bumour as, 
Witb a faint stirring of tbe graas, 
An apparition fair did pass. 

He migbt bave feared anotber time, 
But ail tbings fair and strange did cbime 
"Witb bis tbougbts tben, as rbyme to rhyme. 

An angel bad not startled bim, 
Aligbted from Heaven's buming rim 
To breatbe from glory in tbe Dun ; 

Mucb less a lady riding slow 

Upon a palfrey wbite as snow, 

And smootb as a snow-cloud could go. 
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Full upon hia she tumed her face, 

* What ho, eir poet ! dost thou pace 
Our woods at niglit in ghostly chace 

* Of some fair Dryad of old taies 
Who chants between the nightingales 
And over sleep by song prevails ?' 

She smiled ; but he could see anse 
Her soul from far adown her eyes, 
Prepared as if for sacrifice. 

She looked a queen who seemeth gay 
From royal grâce alone. * Now, nay/ 
He ansveered, ^ slumber passed away 

* Compelled by instincts in my head 
That I should see to-night, instead 
Of a fair nymph, some fairer Dread.* 

She looked up quickly to the sky 
And spake : ' The moon's regality 
Will hear no praise ; She is as I.* 

' She is in heaven, and I on earth<; 
This is my kingdom : I corne forth 
To crown ail poets to their worth.' 
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He brake in with a voice tliat moumed ; 

* To their worth, ladj r They are scomed 
By men they sing for, till inumed. 

* To their worth ? Beauty in the mind 
Leaves the hearth cold, and love-refined 
Ambitions make the world unl^ind. 

* The boor who ploughs the daisy down, 
The chief whose mortgage of renown, 
Fixed upon graves, has bought a crown— 

* Both thèse are happier, more approved 
Than poets 1 — why shonld I be moved 
In saying, both are more beloved?' 

* The south can judge not of the north,' 
She resumed calraly ; * I come forth 

To crown ail poets to their worth. 

* Yea, verily, to anoint them ail 
With blessed oîls which surely shall 
Smell sweeter as the âges fall.' 

' As sweet,' the poet said, and rung 

A low sad laugh, ' as flowers are, sprung 

Ont of their graves when they die young ; 
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* As sweet as window-eglantine, 
Some bough of which, as they décline, 
The hired nurse gathers at their sign: 

* As sweet, in short, as perfumed shroud 
Which the gay Eoman maidens sewed 
For English Keats, singing aloud.' 

The lady answered, * Yea, as sweet 1 
The things thou namest being complète 
In fragrance, as I measure it. 

* Since sweet the death-clothes and the knell 
Of him who having lived, dies well ; 

And whoUy sweet the asphodel 

* Stirred softly by that foot of his, 
When he treads brave on ail that is, 
Into the world of soûls, from this. 

■ 

* Since sweet the tears, dropped at the door 
Of tearless Death, and even before : 
Sweet, consecrated evermore. 

* What, dost thou judge it a strange thing 
That poets, crowned for vanquishing, 
Should bear some dust from out the ring ? 



A VISIOIT OT POBTS. 



' Corne on with me, corne on with me, 
And leam in coming : let me free 
Thy spirit into verity.' 

She ceased : her pal&ej's paces sent 
No separate noisés as she went ; 
'Twas a bee^s hum, a little spent. 

And while the poet seemed to tread 
Along the drowsy noise so made, 
The forest heaved up oyerhead 

Its billowy foliage through the air, 
And the calm stars did far and spare 
O'erswim the masses everywhere 

Save when the overtopping pines 

Did bar their tremnlous light with lines 

Ail fiied and black. Now the moon shinea 

A broader glory. You may see 
The trees grow rarer presently ; 
The air blows up more fresh and free : 

TJntil they come from dark to light. 

And from the forest to the sigfat 

Of the large Heaven-heart, bare with night, 
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A fierj throb in every star, 
Those burning arteries tbat are 
The conduits of Ghod's life afar. 

A wild brown moorland undemeath, 
And four pools breaking up the heath 
With white low gleamings, blank as deatb. 

Beside the first pool, near the wood, 
A dead tree in set horror stood, 
Feeled and disjointed, stark as rood ; 

Since thunder-stricken, years ago, 
Eized in the spectral strain and throe 
Wherewith it struggled from the blow : 

A monumental tree, alone, 

That will not bend in storms, nor groau, 

But break off sudden like a stone. 

Its lifeless shadow lies oblique 
Upon the pool where, javelin-like, 
The star-rays quiver while they strike. 

* Drink,' said the lady, very stiQ — 

* Be holy and cold,' He did her wiQ 
And drank the starry water chill. 
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The next pool they came near unto 
Was bare of trees ; there, only grew 
Straight flags, and lilies just a few 

Whicli suUen on the water sate 
And leant their faces on tlie flat, 
As weary of the starlight-state. 

* Drink,' said the lady, grave and slow — 

* World's use behoveth thee to know.* 
He drank the bitter wave below. 

The third pool, girt witb thoray bushes 
And flaunting weeds and reeds and rushes 
That wînds sang through în moumful gushes 

Was whitely smeared in many a round 
By a slow slime ; the starlîght swound 
Over the ghastly light it found. 

* Drink,' said the lady, sad and slow — 

* World's love behoveth thee to know.* 
He looked to her commanding so ; 

Her brow was troubled but her eye 
Struck clear to his seul. For ail reply 
He drank the water suddenly, — 
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Then, witb a deatbly sickness, paased 
Beside the fourtli pool and tîie last, 
Where weights of shadow were downcast 

From yew and aider and rank trails 
Of nightsliade clasping the trunk-scales 
And flung across thé întervals 

From yew to yew : who dares to stoop 
Where those dank branches overdroop, 
Into hîs heart the chill strikes up, 

He hears a silent glidîng coil, 

The snakes strain hard agaînst the soil, 

His foot slips in their slimy oiï, 

And toads seem crawling on his hand, 
And clinging bats but dimly scanned 
Pull in his face their wings expand. 

A paleness took the poet's cheek : 
*Must I drink Itère ?^ he seemed to seek 
The lady's will with utterance meek : 

' Ay, ay,' she said, ' it so must be 
(And this time she spake cheerfully) 
* Behoves tbee know W6rld*8 cruelty,^ 

TOL. L 



210 



A VISION OF POETS 



He bowed his forehead till hia mouth 
Ciirved in the wave, and drank nnloth 
As if from rivers of the south ; 

His lips sobbed tlirough the water rank, 
His heart paused in him while he drank, 
His brain beat heart-like, rose and sank, 

And he swooned backward to a dream 
"Wherein he lay 'twixt gloom and gleam, 
With Death and Life at each extrême : 

And spiritual thunders, bom of soûl 
IS'ot cloud, did leap from mystic pôle 
And o'er him roU and counter-roll, 

Crushing their echoes reboant 

With their own wheels. Did Heaven so grant 

His spirit a sign of covenant ? 

At last came silence. A slow kiss 
Did crown his forehead afîber this ; 
His eyelids flew back for the bliss — 

The lady stood beside his head, 
Smiling a thought, with hair dispread ; 
The moonshine seemed disheyellëd 
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In her sleek tresses manifold 
Like Danae's in tbe râîn of old 
That dripped witli melancliolj gold : 

But SHB was holy, pale and high 
As one who saw an ecstasj 
Beyond a foretold agony. 

' Eise up 1 ' said slie witli voice where song 
Eddied through speech, * rise up ; be strong 
And leam how riglit avenges wrong.* 

The poet rose up on<>his feet : 
He stood before an altar set 
Eor sacrament with yessels meet 

And mystîc altar-ligbts which shîne 

As if their flames were crystalline 

Carved flames that would not shrink or pine 

The altar filled the central place 

Of a great church, and toward its face 

Long aisles did shoot and interlace 

And îrom it a continuons mist 
Of incense (round the edges kissed 
By a yellow light of amethyst) 
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Wound upward slowly and tlirobbingly, 
Cloud within cloud, riglit silverly, 
Cloud above cloud, victoriously, — 

Broke full against the archêd roof 
And thence refracting eddied off 
And floated through the marble woof 

Of many a fine-wrought architrave, 
Then, poising its white masses brave, 
Swept solemnly down aisle and nave 

"Where now in dark and now in light 
The conntlesB columns, glimmering white, 
Seemed leading ont to the Infinité : 

Plunged halfway up the shaft they showed, 
In that pale shifting incense-cloud 
Which flowed them by and overflowed 

Till mist and marble seemed to blend 
And the whole temple, at the end, 
With its own incense to distend, — 

The arches like a giant's bow 
To bend and slacken, — and below, 
The nichëd saints to corne and go : 
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Alone amîd tHe sHiflbing scène 
That central altar stood serene 
In its clear steadfast taper-sbeen. 

Then first, tlie poet was aware 
Of a dliîef angel standing tliere 
Before that altar, in the glare. 

His eyes were dreadfal, for you saw 
That theif saw God ; his lips and jaw 
Grand-made and strong, as Sinai's law 

They could enunciate and refrain 

From vibratory afber^pain, 

And his brow's height was sovereign : 

On the vast backgroond of his wings 

Eises his image, and he flings 

From each plumed arc pale glitterings 

And fiery flakes (as beateth more 
Or less, the angel-heart) before 
And round hîm upon roof and floor, 

Edging with fire the shifting fumes, 
While at his side 'twixt lights and glooms 
The phantasm of an organ booms. 
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Extending from whicli instrument 
And angel, right and left-way bent, 
The poet's sight grew sentient 

Of a strange companj around 

And toward tHe altar ; pale and boond 

"With bay above the eyes profound. 

Deathful tbeir faces were, and yet 
The power of life was in them set — 
IS'ever forgot nor to forget : 

Sublime significance of mouth, 
Dilated nostril fuU of youth, 
And forehead royal with the truth. 

Thèse faces were not multiplied 
Beyond your count, but side by side 
Did front the altar, glorified, 

Still as a vision, yet exprest 
Pull as an action — ^look and geste 
Of buried saint in risen rest. 

The poet knew them. Eaint and dim 
His spirits seemed to sink in him — 
Then, like a dolphin, change and swim 
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The current : thèse were poets true, 
Who died for Beauty as martyrs do 
Por Truth — the ends being scarcely two. 

God's prophets of the Beautiful 
Thèse poets were ; of iron rule, 
Tho rugged cilix, serge of wool. 

Here Homer, with the broad suspense 
Of thunderous brows, and lips intense 
Of garrulous god-innocence. 

There Shakespeare, on whose forehead climb 
The crowns o' the world : O eyes sublime 
With tears and laughters for ail time ! 

Here iEschylus, the women swooned 

To see so awful when he frowned 

As the gods did : he standeth crowned. 

Euripides, with close and mild 
Scholastic lips, that could be wild 
And laugh or sob out like a child 

Even in the classes. Sophocles, 

With that king's look which down the trees 

FoUowed the dark effigies 
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Of the losfc Theban. Hesiod old, 
Who, somewhafc blind and deaf and cold, 
Cared most for gods and buUs. And bold 

Electric Pindar, quick as fear, 

With race-dust on his cheeks, and clear 

Slant startled eyes that seem to hear 

The chariot rounding the last goal, 
To hurtle past it in his soûl. 
And Sappho, with that gloriole 

Of ebon hair on calmëd brows — 
O poet-woman ! none forgoes 
The leap, attaining the repose. 

Theocritus, with glittering locks 
Dropt sideway, as betwixt the rocks 
He \vatched the visionary flocks. 

And Aristophanes, who took 

The world with mirth, and laughter-struck 

The hollow caves of Thought and woke 

The infinité echoes hid in each. 

And Virgil : shade of Mantuan beeeh 

Did help the shade of bay to reach 
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And knît around hîs forehead high ; 

Eor his gods wore less majestj 

Than his brown bees bummed deathlesslj. 

Lucretius, nobler tban bis mood, 

Wbo dropped bis plummefc down tbe broad 

Deep universe and said * No God — ' 

Finding no bottom : be denied 
Divinely tbe divine, and died 
Cbief poet on tbe Tiber-side 

By grâce of God : bis face is stem 
As one compelled, in spite of scom, 
To teacb a trutb be would not leam. 

And Ossian, dimly seen or guessed ; 
Once counted greater tban tbe rest, 
When mountain-winds blew out bis vest. 

And Spenser drooped bis dreaming bead 
(Witb languid sleep-smile you bad said 
From bis own verse engenderëd) 

On Ariosto's, tiU tbey ran 
Tbeir curls in one : tbe Italian 
3bot oimbler beat of bolder man 



A TISION or POETS. 

From Lis fine lids. And Dante stem 
And sweet, ^hose spirit was an urn 
For wine and milk poured out in tum. 

Hard-aouled Alfieri ; and fancy-wiUed 
Boîardo, who with laugliter filled 
The pauses of the jostled shield. 

And Bemî, wîtli a liand stretched out 
To sleek that storm. And, not without 
The wreath he died in and the doubt 

He died by, Tasso, bard and lover, 
Whose visions were too thin to cover 
The face of a false woman over. 

And soft Eacine ; and grave Corneille, 

The orator of rhymes, whose wail 

Scarce shook his purple. And Petrarch pale, 

From whose brainlighted heart were thrown 
A thousand thoughts beneath the sun, 
Each lucid with the name of One. 

And Camoens, with that look he had, 

Compelling India's Genius sad 

From the wave through the Lusiad, — ^ 
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The murmurs of the storm-cape océan 

Indrawn in vibrative émotion 

Along the verse. And, while dévotion 

In bis wild eyes fantastie shone 
Under the tonsure blown upon 
By airs celestial, Calderon. 

And bold De Vega, who breathed quick 
Verse after verse, tiU death's old trick 
Put pause to life and rhetorick. 

And Goethe, with that reaching eye 
His soul reached out from, far and high, 
And fell from inner entity. 

And Schiller, with heroic front 
"Worthy of Plutarch's kiss upon 't, 
Too large for wreath of modem wont. 

And Chaucer, with his infantine 
Familiar clasp of things divine ; 
That mark upon his lip is wine. 

Here, Milton's eyes strike piercing-dim : 
The shapes of suns and stars did swim 
Like clouds from them, and granted him 
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God for sole vision. Cowley, there, 
Whose active fancy debonaire 
Drew straws like amber — ^foul to fair. 

Drayton and Browne, with smiles they drew 
Prom outward nature, still kept new 
Trom their own inward nature true. 

And Marlowe, Webster, rietcber, Ben, 
Whose fire-bearts sowed our furrows wben 
The world was wortby of sucb men. 

And Bums, witb pungent passionings 
Set in bis eyes : deep lyric springs 
Are of tbe fire-mount's issuings. 

And Shelley, in bis wbite idéal, 

Ail statue-blind. And Keats the real 

Adonis with the hvmeneal 

m 

!Presh vemal buds half sunk between 

His youthful curls, kissed straight and sheen 

In his Eome-grave, by Venus queen. 

And poor, proud Byron, sad as grave 
And sait as life ; forlomly brave, 
And quivering with the dart he drave. 
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And visionary Coleridge, who 

Did sweep his thoughts as angels do 

Their wings with cadence up the Blue. 

Thèse poets faced (and many more) 

The lighted altar looming o'er 

The clouds of incense dim and hoar : 

And ail their faces, in the lull 

Of natural things, looked wonderful 

With life and death and deathless rule. 

AU, still as stone and yet intense ; 

As if hj spirit's véhémence 

That stone were carved and not bj sensé. 

But where the heart of each should beat, 

There seemed a wound instead of it, 

From whence the blood dropped to their feet 

Drop after drop — dropped heavily 
As century follows century 
Into the deep eternity. 

Then said the lady — and her word 
Came distant, as wide waves were stirred 
Between her and the ear that heard, 



A VISIOK OP POBTS. 



* WorWs use is cold, world^s love is vain, 
World^s cruelty is bitter bane^ 

But pain is not the fruit of pain. 

* Harken, 0 poet, whom I led 

From the dark wood : dismissing dread, 
Now hear tbis angel in my stead. 

' His organ's clavier strikes along 
Thèse poets' bearts, sonorous, strong, 
Tbey gave him without count of wrong, — 

' A diapason wbence to guide 

Up to Q-od's feet, from thèse wbo died, 

An anthem frdly glorified — 

* Wbereat God's blessing, Ibasae (^0*) 
Breatbes back this music, folds it back 
About the earth in vapoury rack, 

' And men walk in it, crying * Lo 

* The world is wider, and we know 

* The very heavens look brighter so : 

*' ' The stars move statelier round the edge 

* Of the silver sphères, and give in pledge 

* Their light for nobler privilège : 
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* * No little flower but joys or grieves, 

* Full life is rustling in the sheaves, 

* Pull spirit sweeps the forest-leaves.' 

* So Works this music on the earth, 
God so admits it, sends it forth 
To add another worth to worth — 

* A new creation-bloom that rounds 
The old création and expounds 
His Beautiful in tuneful sounds. 

' Now harken ! ' Then the poet gazed 
Upon the angel glorious-faced 
"Whose hand, majestically raised, 

rioatedTacross the organ-keys, 

Like a pale moon o'er murmuring seas, 

With no touch but with influences : 

Then rose and fell (with swell and swound 
Of shapeless noises wandering round 
A concord which at last they found) 

Those mystic keys : the tones were mixed, 
Dim, faint, and thrilled and throbbed betwixt 
The incomplète and the unfixed : 
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And therein mightj minds were heard 
In mighty musings, inly stirred, 
And struggling outward for a word : 

Until thèse surges, having run 
This way and tHat, gave out as one 
An Aphrodite of sweet tune, 

A Harmony that, fînding vent, 
TJpward in grand ascension went, 
"Winged to a heaTenly argument, 

TJp, upward like a saint who strips 
The shroud back from his eyes and lips, 
And rises in apocalypse : 

A harmony sublime and plain, * 
Which cleft (as flying swan, the rain, — 
Throwing the drops off with a stràin 

Of her white wing) those undertones 
Of perplext chords, and soared at once 
And struck out from the starry thrones 

Their several silver octaves as 

It passed to Q-od. The music was 

Of divine stature ; strong to pass : 
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And those who heard ît, imderstood 
Sometbîng of life in spîrît and blood, 
Something of nature's fair and good : 

And while it sounded, those great soûls 
Did thrill as racers at the goals 
And bum in ail their auréoles ; 

But she the lady, as vapour-bound, 
Stood calmly in the joy of sound, 
Like Nature with the showers around : 

And when it ceased, the blood which fell 
Again, alone grew audible, 
Tolling the silence as a bell. 

The sovran angel lifted high 

His hand, and spake out sovraulj : 

* Tried poets, hearken and reply ! 

' Give me true answers. If we grant 
That not to suffer, is to want 
The conscience of the jubilant, — 

* Jf ignorance of anguish is 
But ignorance, and mortais misa 
Far prospects, bj a level bliss, — 
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* If, as two colours must be viewed 
In a visible image, mortals should 
Need good and evil, to see good, — 

* If to speak nobly, comprehends 

* To feel profoundly, — if the ends 

Of power and suffering, Nature blends, — 

' If poets on the tripod must 
"Writhe like the Pythian to make just 
Their oracles and merit trust, — 

' If every vatic word that sweeps 

To change the world must pale their lips 

And leave their own soûls in éclipse, — 

* If to search deep the universe 

Must pierce the searcher with the curse, 
Because that boit (in man's reverse) 

' Was shot to the heart o' the wood and lies 
"Wedged deepest in the best, — if eyes 
That look for visions and surprime 

* From influent angels, must shut down 
Their eyelids first to sun and moon, 
The head asleep upon a stone, — 
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* If One wbo did redeem you back, 
By His own loss, from final wrack, 
Did conBecrate by touch and track 

* Tbose temporal sorrows till tbe taste 
Of brackish waters of the waste 

Is sait witb tears He dropt too fast, — 

' If ail the crowns of earth must wound 
"Witb prickings of the thorns He found,- 
If saddest sighs swell sweetest sound, — 

* What say ye unto this P — refuse 
This baptism in sait water P — choose 
Calm breasts, mute lips, and labour loose 

* Or, O ye gifted givers ! ye 
"Who give your libéral hearts to me 
To make the world this harmony, 

* Are ye resigned that they be spent 
To Buch world's help P' 

The Spirits bent 
Their awftd brows and said * Content.' 

Content ! it sounded like amen 
Said by a choir of mourning men ; 
An affirmation full of pain 
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And patience, — ay, of glorjing 

And adoration, as a king 

Might seal an oath for goveming. 

Then said the angel — and his face 
Ligbtened abroad until the place 
Grew larger for a moment's space, — 

The long aisles ûashing ont in light, 
And nave and transept, coluxnns white 
And arches crossed, being dear to sigbt 

As if the roof were off and ail 
Stood in the noon-sun, — * Lo, I call 
To other hearts as libéral. 

' This pedal strikes out in the air : 
"Mj instrument bas room to bear 
Still fuller strains and perfecter. 

* Herein is room, and shall be room 
While Time lasts, for new hearts to corne 
Gonsummating while they consume. 

* What living man will bring a gifb 
Of bis own heart and help to lift 
The tune P — ^The race is to the swift.' 
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So asked the angel. Straight the whîle, 

A Company came up the aisle 

With measured step and sorted smile ; 

Gleaving the incense-clouds that rise, 
With winking unaccostomed eyes 
And love-locks smelling sweet of spice. 

One bore his head above the rest 
As if the world were dispossessed, 
And one did pillow chin on breast, 

Eight languid, an as he should faint ; 
One shook his curls across his paint 
And moralized on worldly taint ; 

One, slanting up his face, did wink 
The sait rheum to the eyelid's brink, 
To think — O gods I or — not to think. 

Some trod ont stealthily and slow. 
As if the snn would fall in snow 
If they walked to instead of fro ; 

And some, with conscious ambling free, 
Did shake their bells right daintily 
On hand and foot, for harmony ; 
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And some, composing sudden sighs 
In attitudes of poînt-device, 
Eehearsed impromptu agonies. 

And when thîs company drew near 
The spirits crowned, it might appear 
Submitted to a ghastly fear ; 

As a sane eje in master-passion 
Constrains a maniac to tbe fashion 
Of hideoiis maniac imitation 

In the least geste — the dropping low 
0' the lid, the wrinkling of the brow, 
Exaggerate with mock and mow, — 

So mastered was that company 
By the crowned vision utterly, 
Swayed to a maniac mockery. 

One dnlled his eyeballs, as they ached 
With Homer*s fbrehead, though he lacked 
An inch of any ; and one racked 

His lower lip with restless tooth, 
As Findar's rushing words forsooth 
Were pent behind it ; one his smooth 
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Pink cheeks, did rumple passionate 
Like iEschylus, and tried to prate 
On trollîng tongue of fate and fate ; 

One set her eyes like Sappho's — or 
Any light woman's ; one forbore 
Like Dante, or any man as poor 

In mirth, to let a smile undo 

Hîs hard-shut lips ; and one that drew 

Sour humours from his mother, blew 

Hîs sunken cheeks out to the size 
Of most unnatural joUities, 
Because Anacreon looked jest-wise ; 

So with the rest : it was a sight 

A great world-laughter would requite, 

Or great world-wrath, with equal right. 

Out came a speaker from that crowd 
To speak for ail, in sleek and proud 
Exordial periods, while he bowed 

His knee before the angel — * Thus, 
0 angel who hast called for us, 
We bring thee service emulous, 
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* Fit service from siifficient seul, 
Hand-service to receive world's dole, 
Lip-service in world's ear to roU 

* Adjusted concords soft enow 

To liear the wine-cups passing, through, 
And not too grave to spoil tHe show : 

* Thon, certes, when thou askest more, 
O sapient angel, leanest o'er 

The window-sill of metaphor. 

' To give onr hearts up P fie ! that rage 
Barbarie antedates the âge ; 
It is not done on any stage. 

' Because your scald or gleeman went 
With seven or nine-stringed instrument 
TJpon his back, — must ours be bent P 

' We are not pilgrims, by your leave ; 
No, nor yet martyrs ; if we grieve, 
It is to rhyme to— -summer eve : 

* And if we labour, it shall be 
As suiteth best with our degree, 
In after-dinner rêverie.' 
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More jet that speaker would have saîd, 
Poising between his smiles fair-fed 
Each separate phrase till finîshëd ; 

But ail the foreheads of those born 
And dead true poets flasbed with sçom 
Betwixt the bay leaves round them worn, 

Ay, jetted such brave fire that they, 
The new-come, shrank and paled awaj 
Like leaden ashes when the daj 

Strikes on the hearth. A spirit-blast, 
A présence known by power, at last 
Took them up mutely : they had passed. 

And he our pilgrîm-poet saw 
Only their places, in deep awe, 
What time the angel's smîle did draw 

His gazing npward. Smiling on, 
The angel in the angel shone, 
Beyealing glory in benison ; 

Till, ripened in the light which shut 
The poet in, his spirit mute 
Dropped sudden as a perfect fruit : 
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He fell before the angel's feet, 
Saying, ' If what is true is eweet, 
In sometbing I may compass ît : 

* For, where mj worthiness is poor, 
Mj will stands richly at the door 
To pay shortcomings evermore. 

* Accept me therefore : net for price 
And not for pride my sacrifice 

Is tendered, for my seul is nice 

* And will beat down tbose dusty seeds 
Of bearded corn if she succeeds 

In soaring wbile tbe covey feeds. 

' I soar, I am drawn up like tbe lark 
To its wbite cloud : so higb my mark, 
Albeit my wing is small and dark. 

' I ask no wages, seek no famé : 

Sew me, for sbroud round face and name, 

G-od's banner of tbe oriflamme. 

' I only would bave leave to loose 
(In tears and blood if so He cboose) 
Mine inward miisic ont to use ; 
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* I only would be spent— in pain 
And loss, perchance, but not in vain — 
Upon tbQ sweetness of that strain ; 

* Only project beyond the bound 
Of mine own life, so lost and found, 
My voice and live on in its sound ; 

* Only embrace ànd be embraced 
By fiery ends, whereby to waste, 
And light God's future with my past.' 

The angel's smile grew more divine, 
The mortal speaking ; ay, its shine 
Swelled fuller, like a choir-note fine, 

Till the broad glory round hia brow 
Did vibrato with the light below ; 
But what he said, I do not know. 

Nor know I if the man who prayed, 

Eose up accepted, unforbade, 

From the church-floor where he was laid ; 

Nor if a listening life did run 
Through the king-poets, one by one 
Bejoicing in a worthy son : 
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My soul, which might hâve seen, grew blind 
By what it looked on : I can find 
No certain count of things behind. 

I saw alone, dim, white and grand 
As in a dream, the angel's hand 
Stretched forth in gesture of command 

Straight through tlie baze. And so, as erst, 
A strain more noble tban tbe first 
Mused in the organ, and outburst : 

"With gîant march from floor to roof 
Eose the full notes, now parted off 
In pauses massively aloof 

Like measured thunders, now rejoined 
In concords of mysterious kind 
Which fused together sensé and mind, 

Now flashing sharp on sharp along 
Exultant in a mounting throng, 
i^ow dying off to a low song 

Fed upon minors, wavelike sounds 
Ee-eddying into silver rounds, 
Eularging liberty with bounds : 
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And everj rhythm that seemed to close 
Survived in confluent underflows 
Sjmphonîous witli the next that rose. 

Thus the whole strain being multipHed 
And greatened, with îts glorifled 
Wings shot abroad from side to side, 

Waved backward (as a wind mîght wave 
A Brocken mîst and with as brave 
Wild roaring) arch and architrave, 

Aisle, transept, column, marble wall, — 
Then swelling outward, prodigal 
Of aspiration beyond thrall, 

Soared, and drew up with it the whole 

Of this said vision, as a soul 

Is raised by a thought. And as a scroll 

Of bright devices is unrolied 
Still upward with a graduai gold, 
So rose the vision manifold, 

Angel and organ, and the round 
Of spirits, solemnized and crowned ; 
While the freed clouds of incense wound 
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Ascending, following in their track, 
And glimmering faintly like the rack 
0' the moon in her own light cast back. 

And as that solemn dream withdrew, 
The lady's kiss did fall anew 
Cold on the poet's brow as dew. 

And that same kiss which bound him first 
Beyond the sensés, now reversed 
Its own law and most subtly pierced 

His spirit with the sensé of things 
Sensnal and présent. Yanishings 
Of glory with JSolian wings 

Struck him and passed : the lady's face 
Did melt back in the chrysopras 
Of the orient moming sky that was 

Yet clear of lark and there and so 
She melted as a star might do, 
Still smiling as she melted slow: 

Smiling so slow, he seemed to see 
Her smile the last thing, gloriously 
Beyond her, far as memory. 
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Then he looked round : he was aJone. 
He lay before the breaking sun, 
As Jacob at; the Bethel stone. 

And thought's entangled skein being wound, 

He knew the moorland of his swound. 

And the pale pools that smeared the ground ; 

The far wood-pines like offîng ships ; 
The fourth pooPs yew anear him drips, 
World* s cruelty attamts his lips, 

And still he tastes it, bitter still ; 
Through ail that glorious possible 
He had the sight of présent ill. 

Yet rising calmlj up and slowlj 
With sach a cheer as scometh folly, 
A mild delightsome melancholy, 

He joumeyed homeward through the wood 
And prayed along the soUtude 
Betwixt the pines, * O' God, my God !' 

The golden moming's open flowings 

Did sway the trees to murmurons bowings. 

In metric chant of blessed poems. 
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And passing homeward through the wood 
He prajed along the solitude, 

* Thotj, Poet-God, art great and good ! 

' And though we must have, and bave had 
Eight reason to be earthly sad, 

* Thotj, Poet-God, art great and glad !' 



CONCLUSION. 

Life treads on life, and heart on heart ; 
We press too close in churcb and mart 
To keep a dream or grave apart : 

And I was 'ware of walking down 
That same green forest where had gone 
The poet-pilgrim. One hj one 

I traced his footsteps. Erom the east 
A red and tender radiance pressed 
Through the near trees, until I guessed 

The Sun behind shone fuU and round ; 
While up the leafiness profound 
A wind scarce old enough for sound 
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Stood ready to blow on me when 
I tumed that way, and now and then 
The birds sang and brake off again 

To shake their pretty feathers dry 
Of the dew sliding droppingly 
Erom the leaf-edges and apply 

Back to their song : *twixt dew and bird 
So sweet a silence ministered, 
God seemed to use it for a word, 

Yet imoming soûls dîd leap and run 
In ail things, as the least had won 
A joyous insight of the sun, 

And no one looking round the wood 
Could help confessing as he stood, 
This Poet'Ood is glad and good. 

But hark ! a distant sound that grows, 
A heaving, slnking of the boughs, 
A rustling murmur, not of those, 

A breezy noise which is not breeze ! 
And white-clad children by degrees 
Steal out in troops among the trees, 
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Fair little children moming-bright, 
With faces grave yet soft to sight, 
Expressive of restrained delight. 

Some plucked the palm-bougbs within reach. 
And otbers leapt up high to catch 
The upper boughs and shake from each 

A rain of dew till, wetted so, 

The child who held the branch let go 

And it swang backward with a flow 

Of faster drippings. Then I knew 

The children laughed ; but the laugh flew 

From its own chirrup as mighfc do 

A frightened song-bird ; and a child 
"Who seemed the chief said very mild, 
' Hush I keep this moming undefiled.' 

His eyes rebuked them from calm sphères ; 
His soûl upon his brow appears 
In waiting for more holy years. 

I called the child to me, and said, 

* What are your palms for ?' * To be spread ' 

He answered, * on a poet dead. 
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' The poet died last inonth, and now 
The world which had been somewhat slow 
In honourîng his lîving brow, 

* Commands the palms ; they must be strown 
On his new marble very soon, 

In a procession of the town.' 

I sighed and saîd, ' Dîd be foresee 
Any such honour P* *Verily 
I cannot tell you,' answered he. 

* But this 1 knoW) I fein wonld lay 
My own head down, another day, 
As he did,— with the famé away. 

'A lîly, À friend's hand had plucked, 
Lay by his death-bed, which he looked 
As deep down as a bee had sncked, 

' Then, tuming to the lattice, gazed 
0*er hill and river and npraised 
His eyes illumined and amazed 

* With the world*s beauty, np to Gk)d, 
Ee-offering on their iris broad 

The images of things bestowed 

b2 
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* By the chief Poet. * God !' he cried, 

* * Be praised for anguish which bas tried, 
For beauty which has satisfied : 

* ' For tliis world's présence half within 
And half without me — thought and scène — 
This sensé of Beîng and Having been. 

* ' I thank Thee that my soul hath room 

For Thy grand world : both giiests may corne — 
Beauty, to soul — ^Body, to tomb. 

* * I am content to be so weak : 

Put strength into the words I speak, 
And [ am strong in what I seek. 

* * I am content to be so bare 
Before the archers, everywhere 

My wounds being stroked by heavenly air. 

* * I laid my soul before Thy feet 
That images of fair and sweet 
Should walk to other men on it. 

* * I am content to feel the step 

Of each pure image : let those keep 
To mandragore who care to sleep. 
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^ ^ I am content to touch tHe brînk 
Of the otber goblet and I think 
My bitter drink a wholesome drink. 

* ' Because my portion was assigned 
Wliolesome and bitter, Thou art kind, 
And I am blessed to my mind. 

* * Gifted for giving, I receive 

The maythom and its scent outgive : 
I grieve not that I once did grieve. 

* * In my large joy of sigbt and touch 
Beyond what others count for such, 
I am content to safier much. 

' * I hnow — ^is aU the moumer saith, 
EInowledge by suffering entereth, 
And Life is perfected by Death.' * 

The child spake nobly : strange to hear, 
His infantine sofb accents clear 
Gharged with high meanings, did appear ; 

And fair to see, his form and face 
Winged ont with whiteness and pure grâce 
Erom the green darkness of the place. 
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Behind His head a psdm-tree grew ; 

An orient beam which pierced it througb 

Transyerselj on his forehead drew 

The figure of a palm-branch brown 
Traced on îts brightness up and down 
In fine fair lines, — ^a shadow-crown : 

Guido mîght paînt bis angels so — 

A lîttle angel, taugbt to go 

With holy words to saints below — 

Such innocence of action yet 

Significance of object met 

In bis wbole bearing strong and sweet. 

And ail tbe cbildren, tbe wbole band, 
Did round in rosy révérence stand, 
Eacb with a palm-boagb in Ms bmd. 

* And so he died,' I whispered. * Nay, 
Kot «0/ tbe cbildish voice did saj, 
' Tbat poet tumed bim first to pray 

' In silence, and God beard tbe rest 
'Twixt tbe sun's footsteps down tbe west. 
Tben be oalled one wbo loved bim best, 
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* Tea, be càlled eoftlj througR thé room 
(His Voice was weak y et tender) — * Oome,' 
He said, ' corne nearer I Let the bloom 

* * Of Life grow over, undenied, 

Tbis bridge of Deatb, wbicb is not wide — 
I sball be soon at the otber aide. 

' ' Come^ kiss me I' So tbe one in truth 
Wbo loved bim beat, — ^in love, not rutb, 
Bowed down and kissed bim moutb to moutb 

' And in tbat kiss of love was won 
Life's manumission. AU was done : 
Tbe moutb tbat kissed last, kissed alone. 

' But in tbe fomer, confluent £iss, 
Tbe same was sealed, I tbink, bj His, 
To words of trutb and uprigbtness.' 

Tbe cbild's voice trembled, bis lîps sbook 
Like a rose leaning o*er a brook, 
Wbicb vibrâtes tbougb it is not struck. 

' And wbo/ I asked, a Httle moved 
Tet curious-eyed, ' was tbis tbat loved 
And kissed bim last, as it beboved P ' 
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' J,' softlj- said the cHild ; and thea, 

* 1^ said he louder, once again : 

' Hîs son, my rank is among men : 

' And now tHat men exalt his name 
I corne to gather palms with them, 
That holy love may hallow famé. 

' He did not die alone, nor should 
His memory live so, *mid thèse rude 
"World-praisers — a worse solitude. 

* Me, a voice calleth to that tomb 

Where thèse are strewing branch and bloom, 
Saying, * Corne nearer and I corne. 

* Glory to God !' resumëd he, 
And his eyes smiled for victory 

0*er their own tears which I could see 

Fallen on the palm, down cheek and chin — 

* That poet now has entered in 
The place of rest which is not sin. 

' And while he rests, his songs in troops 
"Walk up and down our earthly slopes, 
Companioned by diviner hopes.' 
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^ But ihou,^ I munnured to engage 
The child's speech farther — ' hast an âge 
Too tender for this orphanage.' 

' Glory to God— to God !' he saith, 

* Knowledge bt surrEEiua enteeeth, 

And Liée is pebfegted bx Death.' 
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— - O be wiser thou 
Inatrooted ihat true koowledge leada to love. 

WOBDSWOBTH. 
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PART THE FIBST. 

SHOWING WHEBEFOBE THE VOW WAS IIADS. 

♦ 
I. 

Eve is a twofold mystery ; 

The stillness EartH doth keep, 
The motioD wherewith human hearts 

Do each to elther leap 
As if ail soûls between the pôles 

Felt * Parting cornes in sleep.' 

n. 

The rowers lift their oars to view 

Each other in the sea ; 
The landsmen watch the rocking boats 

In a pleasant companj ; 
While up the hill go gladlier still 

Dear friends hj two and three. 



254 



THE POET's TOW. 



The peasant's wife hath looked wîthout 

Her cottage door and smiled, 
For there the peasant drops his spade 

To clasp his youngest child 
Which hath no speech, but its hand can reach 

And stroke his forehead mild. 

TV, 

A poet sate that eventîde 

Within his hall alone, 
As silent as its ancîent lords 

In the coffined place of stone, 
When the bat hath shrunk &om the prajing monk, 

And the praying monk is gone. 

V. 

Nor wore the dead a stiUer face 

Beneath the cerement's roU : 
His lips refusing ont in words 

Their mystic thoughts to dole, 
His steadfast eye burnt inwardly, 

As buming out his soûl. 

VI. 

You would not think that brow could e'er 

TJngentle moods express, 
Tet seemed it, in this troubled world, 

Too calm for gentleness, 
When the very star that shines from fer 

Shines trembling ne'ertheless. 
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vn. 

It lacked, ail need, the softening light 

Which other brows supplj; 
We should conjoin the scathëd tnmks 

Of our hiunanitj, 
That each leafiess spray ontwining maj 

Look Bofter 'gainst the skj. 

vm. 

None gazed wîthîn the poet's face, 

The poet gazed in none 
He threw a lonely shadow straight 

Before the moon and sun, 
Affronting naturels heaven-dwelling créatures 

With wrong to nature done : 

Because thîs poet darînglj, 

— ^The nature at his heart, 
And that quick tune along his veins 

He could not change by art, — 
Had Yowed his blood of brotherhood 

To a stagnant place apart. 

X. 

He did not vow in fear, or wrath, 

Or griefs fantastic whim, 
But, weights and shows of sensual things 

Too clbsely crossing him, 
On his soul*s eyelîd the pressure slid 
'And made its vision dim. 
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XL 

And darkening in the dark he strove 

'Twixt earth and sea and skj 
To lose in shadow, wave and cloud, 

His brother's hauntîng crj : 
The winds were welcome as they swept, 
Qod's five-day work he would accept, 

Bat let the rest go bj. 

xn. 

He cried, * O touching, patient Earth 

That weepest in thy glee, 
"Whom God created very good. 

And very moumful, we ! 
Thy voice of moan doth reach His throne, 

As Abel's rose from thee. 

xm. 

* Poor crystal sky with stars astray ! 

Mad winds that howling go 
!From east to west l perplexëd seas 

That stagger from their blow ! 
O motion wild I O wave defiled 1 

Our curse hath made you so. 

XIV. 

* We ! and owr curse ! do Jpartake 

The desiccating sin P 
Have Jthe apple at my lips ? 

The money-lust within ? 
Do I human stand with the wounding haftd, 

To the blasting heart akin ? 
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XV. 

* Thou solemn pathos of ail things, 

For Bolemn joy designed ! 
Behold, Bubmissive to your cause; 

An holy wrath I find 
And, for your sake, tbe bondage break 

Tbat knits me to my kind. 

XVI. 

* Hear me forswear man's sympathies 

His pleasant yea and no, 
His riot on tbe piteous eartb 

"WTiereon bis thistles grow, 
His cbanging love — witb stars above, 

His pride — witb graves below. 

xvn. 

' Hear me forswear bis roof by nigbt, 

His bread and sait by day, 
His talkings at tbe wood-fire beartb, 

His greetings by tbe way, 
His answering looks, bis systemed books, 

Ail man, for aye and aye. 

xvm. 

* Tbat so my purged, once buman beart,, 

Erom ail tbe buman rent, 
' May gatber strengtli to pledge and drink 
Tour wine of wonderment, 
Wbile you pardon me ail blessingly 
Tbe woe mine Adam sent. 
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XIX. 

' And I Bhall feel jour unseen looks 
Iimiimerous, constant, deep 

And soft as haunted Adam once, 
Though sadder, round me creep, — 

As slumberîng men have mystîc ken 
Of watchers on their sleep. 

XX. 

* And ever, when I lift mj brow 

At evening to the sun, 
No voice of woman or of child 

Itecording * Day is done/ 
Your silences shall a love express, 

More deep than such an one.' 
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PART THE SECOND. 

SHOWING TO WHOM THB VOW WAS DflCTiAJUED 

♦ 
I. 

The poet's vow was inly swom, 

The poet's vow was told. 
He shared among his crowdîng fnends 

The silver and the gold, 
They clasping bland his gift, — his hand 

In a somewhat slacker hold. 

n. 

They wended forth, the crowding friends, 
With farewells smooth and kind. 

They wended forth, the solaced friends, 
And left but twain behind : 

One loved him true as brothers do, 
And one was Eosalind. 

m. 

He said, * My friends have wended forth 
With farewells smooth and kind ; 

Mine oldest friend, my plighted bride, 
Te need not stay behind : 

Priend, wed my fair bride for my sake, 

And let my lands ancestral make 
A dower for Bosalind. 

s 2 
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IV. 

' And wben besîde your wassail board 

Te bless your social lot/ 
I charge you tbat the giver be 

In ail his gifts forgot, 
Or alone of aU his words recall 

The last, — Lament me not.' 

V. 

She looked upon him silently 
With her large, doubting eyes, 

Like a child that never knew but love 
Whom words of wrath surprise, 

Till the rose did break from either cheek 
And the sudden tears did rise. 

VI. 

She looked upon him moumfuUy, 
While her large eyes were grown 

Yet larger with the steady tears, 
Till,. ail his purpose known, 

She tumëd slow, as she would go — 
The tears were shaken down. 

vn. 

She turnëd slow, as she would go, 

Then quickly turned again. 
And gazing in his face to seek 

Some little touch of pain^ 
* I thought,' she said, — but shook her head, 

She tried that speech in vain. 
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vm. 

* I thouglit — ^but I am half a cHld 

And very sage art thou — 
The teachings of the heaven and earth 

Should keep us soft and low : 
They have drawn my tears in early years, 

Or ère I wept — as now. 

iz. 

* But now that in thy face I read 

Their cruel homily, 
Before their beauty I would fain 

TJntouched, unsofbened be, — 
K I indeed could look on even 
The senseless, loveless earth and heaven 
. As thou canst look on me ! 

' And couldest thou as coldly view 

Thy childhood's far abode, 
Where little feet kept time with thine 

Along the dewy sod, 
And thy mother's look from holy book 

Bose like a thought of God ? 

XI. 

' O brother, — called so, ère her last 
Betrothing words were said ! 

O fellow-watche^ in her room, 
With hushëd voice and tread I 
^ Eememberest thou how, hand in hand, 

O friend, O lover, we did stand, 
And knew that she was dead P 
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xn. 

* I wiU not live Sir Roland's bride, 

That dower I will not bold ; 
I tread below my feet that go, 

Thèse parchments bought and sold : 
The tears I weep, are mine to keep. 

And worthier than thy gold.' 

xni. 

The poet and Sir Eoland stood , 

Alone, each turned to each, 
Till Eoland brake the silence left 

By that soft-throbbing speech — 

* Poor heart ! ' he cried, * it vainly tried 

The distant heart to reach. 

XIV. 

' And thou, O distant, sinful heart 

That climbest up so high 
To wrap and blind thee with the snows 

That cause to dream and die, 
What blessing can, from lips of man, 

Approach thee with his sigh ? 

XV. 

* Ay, what from earth — create for man 

And moaning in hîs moan ? 
Ay, what &om stars — revejiled to man 

And man-named one by one ? 
Ay, more I what blessing can be given 
Where the Spirits seven do show in heaven 

A MAN upon the throne P 
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XVI. 

' A man on eartH he wandered once, 

Ail meek and undefiled, 
And those who loved Him said * He wept'- 

None ever said He smiled ; 
Yet there mîght hâve been a smile unseen, 
When He bowed his holj face, I ween, 

To bless that bappj cbild. 

xvn. 

* And now he pleadetb up in beaven 

For our bumanities, 
Till tbe ruddy ligbt on serapbs' wings 

In pale émotion dies. 
Tbey can better bear tbeir Godbead's glare 

Tban tbe patbos of bis eyes. 

xvni. 

' I wiU go pray our God to-day 

To teacb tbee bow to scan 
His work divine, for buman use 

Since eartb on axle ran, — 
To teacb tbee to discem as plain 
His grief divine, tbe blood-drop's stain 

He left tbere, han for man. 

XIX. 

* So, for tbe blood's sake sbed by Him 

Wbom angels God déclare, 
Tears like it, moist and warm witb love, 

Tby révèrent eyes sball wear 
To see i' tbe face of Adam' s race 

Tbe nature Gt>d dotb sbare.' 
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XX. 

* I heard,' the poet said, * thj voice 

As dimly as thj breath : 
The Sound was like the noise of life 

To one anear his death, — 
Or of waves fchat fail to stir the pale 

Sere leaf they roll beneath. 

XXI. 

* And still between the sound and me 

Whîte créatures like a mist 
Did interfloat confusedly, 

Mjsterîous shapes unwist : 
Across my heart and across my brow 
I felt them droop like wreaths of snow, 

To still the puise they kist. 

xxn. 

* The castle and its lands are thine — 

The poor's — ^it shall be done. 
Go, man, to love I I go to live 

In Courland hall, alone : 
The bats along the ceilings cling, 
The lizards in the floors do run, 
' And storms and years have wom and reft 
The stain by human builders left 

In working at the stone.* 
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PART THE THIRD. 

SHOWING HOW THB VOW WAS EEFT. 

I. 

He dwelt alone, and sun and moon 
"Were witness that he made 

Eejection of bis humanness 
TJntil they seemed to fade ; 

His face did so, for he did grow 
Of his own soûl afraîd. 

n. 

The self-poised God may dwell alone 

With inward glorjing, 
But God's chief angel waiteth for 

A brother's voice, to sing ; 
And a lonely créature of sinf ul nature 

It is an awful thing. 

m. 

An awful thing that feared itself ; 

While many years did roU, 
A lonely man, a feeble man, 

A part beneath the whole, 
He bore by day, he bore by night 
That pressure of God's infinité 

TJpon his finite soul. 
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IV. 

The poet at liis lattice sate 

And downward lookëd he. 
Three Christians wended by to prayers, 

Witb mute ones in their ee ; 
Eacli tumed above a face of love 

And called bim to the far chapelle 
With voice more tunef ul than ita bell : 

But stiU they wended three. 

There joumeyed by a bridai pomp, 

A bridegroom and his dame ; 
He speaketh low for happiness, 

She blusheth red for shame : 
But never a tone of benison 

Prom out the lattice came. 

VI. 

A little child with inward song, 

No louder noise to dare, 
Stood near the wall to see at play 

The lizards green and rare — 
TJnblessed the while for his childish smile 

Which cometh unaware. 
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PART THE FOURTH. 

SHOWING HOW BOSAUKD FARED BT THE KEEPING OF THE VOT». 

— ♦ — 
I. 

Ik death-sbeets lieth Bosalind 

Ab wbite and still as ihej ; 
And the old nurse that watched her bed 

Bose up with ' Well-a-day ! ' 
. And oped the casement to let in 
The Sun, and thab sweet doubtful din 
Which droppeth from the grass and bough 
Sans wind and bird, none knoweth how — 

To cheer her as she laj. 

n. 

The old nurse started when she saw 

Her sudden look of woe : 
But the quick wan tremblîngs round her mouth 

In a meek smile did go, 
And calm she said, * "When I am dead, 

Dear nurse it shall be so. 

m. 

' TiU then, shut out those sights and sounds, 

And praj God pardon me 
That I without this pain no more 

His blessed works can see ! 
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And lean beside me, loving nurse, 
That thou majst hear, ère I am worse, 
What thy last love shoold be.' 

IV. 

The loving nurse leant over her, 
As white sbe laj beneath : 

Thô old eyes searching, dim with life, 
The young ones dim with death, 

To read their look if sound forsook 
The trying, trembling breath. 

V. 

* When ail this feeble breath is done 

And I on hier am laid, 
My tresses smoothed for never a feast, 

My body in shroud arrayed, 
Uplift each palm in a saintly calm, 

As if that still I prayed. 

VI. 

' And heap beneath mine head the flowers 
} Tou stoop so low to pull, 

The little white flowers from the wood 

Which grow there in the cool, 
Which he and I, in childhood's games, 
Went plucking, knowing not their names, 
And filled thine apron fuU. 
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vn. 

* Weep uot 1 Jweep not. Death is strong, 

The eyes of Death are dry I 
But lay this scroll upon mj breast 

When hushed its heavings lie, 
And wait awhile for the corpse's smile 

Which shineth presently. 

vm. 

^ And when ît shineth, straightway call 

Thy yoimgest children dear, 
And bid them gently carry me 

AU barefaced on the hier ; 
But bid them pass my kîrkyard grass 

That wa^ èth long anear. 

IX. 

' And up the bank where I used to sit 
And dream what life would be, 

Along the brook with its sunny look 
Akm to living glee, — 

O'er the windy hill, through the forest still, 
Let them gently carry me. 

X. 

* And through the piny forest still, 

And down the open moorland 
Eoimd where the sea beats mistily 

And blindly on the foreland ; 
And let them chant that hymn I know, 
Bearîng me soft, bearing me slow, 

To the ancient hall of Courland. 
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VI. 

* And when withal they near the hall, 

lu silence let them laj 
My bier before the bolted door, 

And leave ît for a à&j : 
For I have vowed, though I am proud, 
To go there as a guest in shroud, 

And not be tumed away.' 

xn. 

The old nurse looked within her eyes 

Whose mutual lopk was gone ; 
The old nurse stooped upon her mouth, 

Whose answering voice was done ; 
And nought she heard, till a little bird 

Upon the casement's woodbine swinging 
Broke out into a loud sweet singing 

Eor joy o' the summer sun : * 

* Alack ! alack !' — she watched no more, 

With head on knee she wailëd sore, 
And the little bird sang o'er and o'er 
For joy o' the summer sun. 
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PART THE PIPTH. 

SHOWINa HOW THE YOW WÀB BBOlUGR. 



I. 

The poet oped Lis bolted door 
The midnight sky to view ; 

A spirit-feel was in tlie air 

Which seemed to touch his spirit bare 
Whenever his breath he drew ; 

And the stars a liquid softness had, 

As alone their holiness forbade 
Their falling with the dew. 

n. 

Thej shine upon the steadfast hiUs, 

Upon the swinging tide, 
TJpon the narrow track of beach 

And the mnrmuring pebbles pied : 
They shine on every lovely place, 
They shine upon the corpse's fSwîe, 

As it were fair beside. 

m. 

It lay before him, humanlike, 

Yet 80 unlike a thing ! 
More awful in its shrouded pomp 

Than any crownëd king : 
AU calm and cold, as it did hold 

Some secret, glorying. 
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IV. 

A heavier weight than of its clay 
Clung to his heart and knee : 

As if those folded palms could strîke 
He staggered groaningly, 

And then o'erhung, without a groan, 

The meek close mouth that smîled alone, 
Whose speech the scroll must be. 



THE WOBDS OF BOSALIS^d's SOBOLL. 

* I LEFT thee last, a child at heart, 

A woman scarce in years. 
I corne to thee, a solemn corpse 

"Which neither feels nor fears. 
I have no breath to use in sighs ; 
They laid the dead-weights on mine eyes 

To seal them safe from tears. 

' Look on me with thine own calm look : 

I meet it calm as thou. 
No look of thine can change this «mile. 

Or break thy sinful vow : 
I tell thee that my poor scomed heart 
Is of thine earth — ^thine earth, a part : 

It cannot vex thee now. 
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' But out, alas ! thèse words are writ 

By a living, loving one 
Adown whose cheeks, the proofs of life 

The warm quick tears do run : 
Ah, let the unloving corpse control 
Thy scom back from the loving soûl 

"Whose place of rest is won. 

* I hâve prayed for thee with bursting sobs, 

When passion' s course was free; 
I have prayed for thee with silent lips, 

In the anguish none could see : 
They whispered oft, * She sleepeth soft' — 

But I only prayed for thee. 

* Go to ! I pray for thee no more : 

The corpse' s tongue is still, 
Its folded fingers point to heaven, 

But point there stiff and chill : 
No farther wrong, no farther woe 
Hath license from the sin below 

Its tranquil heart to thrîll. 

* I charge thee, by the living's prayer, 

And the dead's silentness, 
To wring from out thy soul a cry 
Which God shall hear and bless 1 
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Lest Heaven's own palm droop in mj band, 
And pale among tbe saints 1 stand, 
A saint companianless.' 



V. 

Bow lower down before tbe tbrone, 

Triumpbant Eosalind ! 
He bowetb on tby corpse bis face, 

And weepetb as tbe blind : 
'Twas a dread sigbt to see tbem so, 
!For tbe senseless corpse rocked to and fro 

Witb tbe wail of bis living mind. 

But dieader sigbt, could sucb be seen. 

His inward mind did lie, 
Wbose long-subjected bumanness 

Gave out its lion cry. 
And fiercely rent its tenement 

In a mortal agonv. 

vn. 

I tell you, xViends, bad you beard bis wail, 
'Twould baunt you in court and mart. 

And in merry feast until you set 
Tour cup down to départ — 

Tbat weeping wild of a reckless cbild 
!From a proud man's broken beart. 
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vm. 

0 broken heart, O broken tow, 

That wore so proud a feature I 
G-od, grasping as a thunderbolt 

The nian's rejecfced nature, 
Smote bim tberewitb i' tbe présence higb 
Of bis so worsbipped eartb and sky 
That looked on ail indifferently — 

A waîlîng buman créature. 

A buman créature found tqo weak 

To bear bis buman pain — 
(May Heaven's dear grâce bave spoken peace 

To bis dying beart'and brain!) 
For wben tbey came at dawn of day 
To lift tbe lady*s corpse away, 

Her hier was bolding twain. 

X. 

Tbey dug beneatb tbe kirkyard grass, 

For botb one dwelling deep ; 
To wbicb, wben years bad mossed tbe stone, 
Sir Eoland brougbt bis little son 

To watcb tbe funeral beap : 

And wben tbe bappy boy would ratber 
Tum upward bis blitbe eyes to see 
Tbe wood-doves nodding from tbe tree, 

* Nay, boy, look downward,' said bis fatber, 

T 2 
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^ TJpon this human dust asleep. 
And hold ît in thy constant ken 
That Q-od's own unity compresses 

(One into one) the human manj, 
And that his eyerlastingness îs 

The bond which is not loosed by any : 

That thou and I this law must keep, 
If not in love, in sorrow then, — 
Though smiling not like other men, 

Still, like them we must weep.' 
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Caxk my affections fiud out nothing beat. 
Bat still fuid still remove ? 



I 



i 



I 



I 
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I. 

I PLANT a tree whose leaf 

The yew-tree leaf will suit : 
But when its shade is o'er y ou laid, 

Tum round and pluck the fruit. 
Now reach mj harp from off the wall 

Where shines the sun aslant ; 
The Sun may shine and we be eold ! 
O harken, loving hearts and bold, 

XJnto my wild romaunt, 

Margret, Margret. 

n. 

Sitteth the fair ladve 
Close to the river side 
Which runneth on with a merry tone 
Her merry thoughts to guide : 
It runneth through the trees, 
It runneth by the hill, 
Nathless tue lady's thoughts have found 
A way more pleasant still. 

Margret, Margret. 
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m. 

The night is in her hair 
And gîveth shade to shade, 
And the pale moonlight on her forehead white 
Lîke a spirît's hand is laid ; 
Her lips part with a smiie 
Instead of speakicgs done : 
I ween, she thinketh of a voice, 
Albeit uttering none. 

Margret, Margret. 



IV. 

Ail little birds do sit 

With hi^ads beneath their wings : 
Nature doth seem in a mystic dream, 
Absorbed from her living things : 
That dream by that ladye 
Is certes unpartook, 
For she looketh to the high cold stars 
With a tender hum an look. 

Margret, Margret, 



V. 

The Jady's sKadow lies 
Upon the running river; 
It lieth no less m its quietness, 
For that which resteth uever : 

Most like a trusting heart 
Upon a passing faith, 
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Or as upon the course of life 
The steadfast doom of death. 

Margret, Margrét. 



The lady doth not move, 
The lady doth not dream, 
Tet she seeth her shade no longer laid 

In rest upon the stream : 
It shaketh without wind, 

It parteth from the tide, 
It standeth upright in the cleft moonlîght, 
It sitteth at her sîde. 

Margret, Margret. 



vn. 

Look in its face, ladye, 

And keep thee from thy swound ; 
With a spirit bold thy puises hold 
And hear its voice's sound : 
Eor so will Sound thy voice 
When thy face is to the wall, 
And such will be thy face, ladye, 

When the maidens work thy pall. 

Margret, Margret. 



vra. 

* Am I not like to thee ?' 
The voice was calm and low, 
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And between eacli word you might have heard 
The silent forests grow ; 

* The liTce ma/y sway ihe liJce 

By whicli mysterious law 
Mine eyes froin thine and my lips from thine 
The light and breath may draw. 

Margret, Margret. 

IZ. 

* My lips do need thy breath, 

My lips do need thy smile, 
And my pallid eyne, that light in thine 

Which met the stars erewhile : ' 
Tet go with light and life 

If that thou lovest one 
In ail the earth who loveth thee 

As truly as the sun, 

Margret, Margret. 

X. 

Her cheek had waxëd white 
Like cloud at fall of snow ; 
Then like to one at set of sun, 
It waxëd red alsô ; 
For love' s name maketh bold 
As if the loved were near : 
And then she sighed the deep long sigh 
"Which cometh after fear. 

Margret, Margret. 



THE BOMAITNT OP MABGBET 



283 



XI. 

* Now, sooth, I fear thee uot — 

Shall never fear tliee now ! ' 
(And a noble sight was the sudden ligbt 

Which lit lier lifted brow.) 
' Can earth be dry of streams, 

Or hearts of love ? ' she said ; 
* Who doubtetb love, can know not love : 

He is alreadj dead.' 

Margret, Margret, 

zn. 

* I bave ' . . . and here her lips 

Some Word in pause did keep, 
And gave tbe wbile a quiet smile 
Asiftheypausedinsleep,- 
' I bave ... a brotber dear, 
A knigbt of knigbtly famé 1 
I broidered bim a knigbtly scarf 
Witb letters of mj name. 

Margret, Margret. 

xin. 

* I fed bis grey gossbawk, 

I kissed bis fierce bloodhoima, 
I sate at bome wben be migbt corne 
And caugbt bis born's lar ciound : 
I sang bim bunter's songs, 
I poured bim tbe red wine, 
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He looked across the cup and saîd, 
T love thee, sister mine? 

Margret, Margret. 

XIV. 

IT trembled on the grass 

"With a low, shadowy laughter ; 
Tlie sounding river which rolled, for ever 
Stood dumb and stagnant after : 
' Brave knight thy brother is ! 
But better loveth he 
Thy chaliced wine than thy chaunted song, 
And better both than thee, 

Margret, Margret.' 

XV. 

The lady did not heed 
The river' s silence while 
Her own thoughts still ran at their will, 
And calm was still her smile. 
' My little sister wears 

The look our mother wore : 
I amooth her locks with a golden comb, 
I bless her evermore.' 

Margret, Margret. 

XVI. 

I gave her my first bird 

When first my voice it knew ; 
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I made her share my posies rare 
And told her where they grew : 
I taught her God's dear name 
"With prayer and praise to tell, 
She looked from heaven into my face 
And said, I love thee welV 

Margret, Margret. 

xvn. 

IT trembled on the grass 

"With a low, shadowy laughter ; 
Tou could see each bird as it woke and stared 
Through the shrivelled foliage after. 

* Fair child thy sister is ! 

But better loveth she 
Thy golden comb than thy gathered flowers, 
And better both than thee, 

Margret, Margret.' 

xvin. 

Thy lady did not heed 

The withering on the bough ; 
Still calm her smîle albeit the while 
A little pale her brow : 

* I have a father old, 

The lord of ancient halls ; 
An hundred friends are in his court 
Yet only me he calls. 

Margret, Margret* 
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XIX. 

' An liundred knights are in his court 
Tet read I by his knee ; 
And when forth they go to the toumev ahow 
I rise not up to see : 
'Tis a weary book to read, 
My tryst's at set of sun, 
But loving and dear béneatli the stars 
Is his blessing when IVe done.' 

Margret, Margret. 

XX. 

IT trembled on the grass 

With a low, shadowy laughter ; 
And moon and star though bright and &x 
Did shrink and darken after. 
' High lord thy father is ! 
But better loveth he 
His ancient halls than his hundred friends, 
His ancient halls, than thee, 

Margret, Margret.' 

XXI. 

The lady did not heed 

That the far stars did fail ; 
Still calm her smile, albeit the while . • . 

Nay, but she is not pale ! 
' I have more than a friend 

Across the mountains dim : 
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No other's voice is soft to me, 
Unless it nameth him,^ 

Margret, Margret. 

rxn. 

* Though louder beats my heart 

I know his tread agaîn, 
And his fair p.'nme aye, unless tumed away, 
Foi the tears do blind me then : 
We brake no gold, a sign 
Of stronger faith to be, 
But I wear his last look in my soul, 
"Whicb said, Ilove hut thee!' 

Margret, Margret. 

xxm. 

IT trembled on the grasa 

Witb a low, shadowy laugbter ; 
And the wind dîd toll, as a passing soul 
Were sped by church-bell after ; 
And shadows, 'stead of light, 
Fell ô*om the stars above, 
In flakes of darkness on her face 
Still bright with trusting love. 

Margret, Margret. 

XXIV. 

* He îoved but only thee ! 

That love is transient too. 
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The wild hawk's bill doth dabble stiU 
l' the mouth that vowed thee true : 
"Will he open his dull eyes, 
When tears fall on his brow ? 
Behold, the death-worm to his heart 
Is a nearer thing than tJtou, 

Margret, Margret.' 

XXV. 

Her face was on the ground — 
Nonè saw the agony ; 
But the men at sea did that night agrée 
They heard a drowning cry : 
And when the moming brake, 
Past roUed the river's tide, 
With the green trees waving overhead 
And a white corse laid beeide. 

Margret, Margret. 

XXVI. 

A knight's bloodhound and he 
The funeral watch did keep ; 
With a thought o' the chase he stroked its face 
As it howled to see him weep. 
A fair child kissed the dead, 
But shrank before its cold. 
And alone yet proudly in his hall 
Did stand a baron old. 

Margret, Margret. 
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XXVI. 

Hang up mj harp again ! 
I have no voice for song. 
Not song but wail, and moumers pale 
Not bards, to love belong, 
0 failing human love ! 

0 light, by darkness known ! 
O false, the while thou treadest earth ! 
O deaf beneath tbe stone ! 

Margret, Margret. 
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Bo find we profit, 

By iosiug of our prajers. * 



TT^^ ^ 1^ Ni"»' " 
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I. 

To rest the weary nurse bas gone : 
An eight-day watch bad \ratchëd she, 

Still rocking beneath sun and moon 
Tbe baby on ber knee, 

Till Isobel its motber said 

* The fever waneth — wend to bed, 

For now the watch cornes round to me.' 

n. 

Then wearily tbe nurse did throw 

Her pallet in the darkest place 

Of tbat sick room, and slept and dreamed : 
For, as tbe gusty wind did blow 
Tbe night-lamp's flare across her face, 

She saw or seemed to see, but dreamed, 
Tbat tbe poplars tall on the opposite hill, 
Tbe seven tall poplars on the hill, 
Did clasp the setting sun until 
His raya dropped from bim, pined and still 
As blossoms in frost, 

Till be waned and paled, so weirdly crossed, 
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To the colour of moonlight which doth pass 
Over the dank ridged churchyard grass. 

The poplars held the sun, and he 
The eyes of the nurse that they should not see 
— Not for a moment, the babe on her knee, 
Though she shuddered to feel that it grew to be 

Too chill, and lay too heavily. 

m. 

She only dreamed ; for ail the while 
'Twas Lady Isobel that kept 
The little baby : and it slept 
Fast, warm, as if its mother's smile, 
Laden vrith love' s dewy weight, 
And red as rose of Harpocrate 
Dropt upon its eyelids, pressed 
Lashes to cheek in a sealëd rest. 

IV. 

And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 

She knew not that she smiled. 
Against the lattice, dull and wild 
Drive the heavy droning drops, 
Drop by drop, the sound being one ; 
As momently time's segments fall 
On the ear of God, "who hears through ail 

Etemity's unbroken monotone : 
And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 
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Slie knew not that she smiled. 
The "wind in intermission stops 
Down in the beechen forest, 
Then cries aloud 
As one at tbe soreçt, 
Self-stung, self-driven, 
And rises up to its verj tops, 
Stiffening erect the branches bowed, 
Dilating with a tempest-soul 
The trees that with their dark hands break 
Through their own outline and heavj roll 
Shadows as massive as clouds in heaven 

Across the castle lake. 
And more and more smiled Tsobel 
To see the baby sleep so well ; 
She knew not that she smiled ; 
She knew not that the storm was wild ; 
Through the uproar drear she could not hear 
The castle clock which struck anear — 
She heard the low, light breathing of her child. 

V. 

O sight for wondering look ! 
While the external nature broke 
Into such abandonment, 
While the very mist heart-rent 
By the lightning, seemed to eddy 
Against nature, with a din, — 
A sensé of silence and of steady 
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Natural calm appeared to corne 
From things without, and enter in 
The human créature' s room. 

VI. 

•So inotionless she sate, 
The babe asleep upon her knees, 
Ton might have dreamed their soûls had gone 
Awaj to things inanimate, 
In such to lire, in such to moan ; 
And that their bodies had ta'en back, 
In mystic change, ail silences 
That cross the sky in cloudy rack, 
Or dwell beneath the reedy ground 
In waters safe from their own sound : 

Onlj she wore 
The deepening smile I named before, 
And that a deepening love expressed ; 
And who at once can love and rest ? 

VII. 

In sooth the smile that then was keeping 
Watch upon the baby sleeping, 
Floated withits tender light 
Downward, from the drooping eyes, 
Upward^ from the lips apart, 
Over cheefcs which had grown white 

With an eight-day weeping : 
AU smiles come in such a wise 
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Where tears sliall fall or have of old — 
Like northern ligbts that fill the beart 
Of heaven in sign of cold, 

vm. 

Motîonless sbe sate. 
Her bair bad fallen hj its weigbt 
On each aide of ber smile and laj 
Yerj blacklj on tbe arin 
Wbere tbe baby nesfcled warm, 
Pale as baby carved in stone 
Seen by glimpses of the moon 

Up a dark catbedral aisle : 
But, tbrougb tbe storm, no moonbeam fell 
TJpon tbe cbild of Isobel — 
Perbaps you saw it by tbe ray 

Alone of ber still smile. 

IX. 

A solemn tbing it îs to me . 
To look upon a babe tbat sleeps, 
Wearing in its spirit-deepa 
Tbe undeveloped mystery 
Of our Adam's taint and woe, 
Wbicb, wben tbey developed be, 
Will not let it slumber so ; 
Lying new in life beneatb 
Tbe sbadow of tbe comiog deatb, 
Witb tbat soft, low, quiet breatb, 
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As if it felt the sun ; 

Knowing ail things hy their bloome. 

Not their roots, yea, sun and sky 

Only hj the warmth that cornes 

Ont of each, earth only by 

The pleasant hues that o'er it run, 

And human love by drops of sweet 

White nourishment still hanging round 

The little mouth so slumber-bound : 

AU which broken sentiency 

And conclusion incomplète, 

Will gather and unité and climb 

To an immortality 

Good or evil, each sublime, 

Through life and death to life again. 

O little lids, now folded fast, 

Must ye leam to drop at last 

Our large and burning tears ? 

O warm quick body, must thou lie, 

When the time. cornes round to die, 

* 

Still from ail the whirl of years, 

Bare of ail the joy and pain ? 

O smaU frail being, wilt thou stand 
At God's right hand. 

Lifting up those sleeping eyes 

Dilated by great destinies, 
To an endless waking ? thrones and seraphim, 
Through the long ranks of their solemnities, 
Sunning thee with calm looks of Heaven's surprise, 
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But thine alone on Him P 
Or else, self-willed, to tread the Godless place, 
(God keep thy will !) feel thine own énergies 
Cold, strong, objèctless, like a dead man's clasp, 
The sleepless deathless life within thee grasp, — 
While myriad faces, like one changeless face, 
"With woe not îove's, shall glass thee everywhere 
And overcome thee with thine own despair ? 

X. 

More soft, less solemn images 
Drifted o'er the lady*s heart 

Silently as snow. 
She had seen eight days départ 
Hour by hour, on bended knees, 
"With pale-wrung hands and prayings low 
And broken, through which came the sound 
Of tears that fell against the ground, 
Making sad stops : — * Dear Lord, dear Lord !* 
She still had prayed, (th« heavenly word 
Broken by an earthly sigh) 
— * Thou who didst not erst deny 
The mother-joy to Mary mild, 
Blessëd in the blessëd child 
Which hearkened in meek babyhood 
Her cradle-hymn, albeit used 
To ail that music interfused 
In breasts of angels high and good ! 
Oh, take not. Lord, my babe away — 
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Oh, take not to thy songful heaven 
The pretty baby thou hast given, 
Or ère that I have seen him play 
Around bis father's knees and known 
That he knew how mj love bas gone 

From ail the world to bim. 
Tbink, Ood among tbe cberubira, 
How I sball sbiver every day 
In thy June sunsbine, knowing wbere 
The grave-grass keeps it from bis fair 
Still cheeks : and feel at every tread 
His little body wbicb is dead 
And bidden in thy turfy fold, 
Doth make thy wbole warm eartb a-cold I 

0 God, I am so young, so young — 

1 am not used to tears at nigbts 
Instead of slumber — not to prayer 
With sobbing lips and bands out-wruug ! 
Thou knowest ail my prayings were 

* I bless tHee, God, for past deligbts — 

Tbank God !' I am not used to bear 

Hard tboughts of deatb ; tbe eartb doth cover 

No face from me of friend or lover : 

And must tbe first wbo teacbes me 

The form of sbrouds and fanerais, be 

Mine own first-born beloved ? be 

"Wbo taugbt me first tbis motber-love ? 

Dear Lord wbo spreadest ont above 

Thy loving, transpierced bands to meet 
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Ail lifted hearts with blessing sweet, — 
Pierce not my heart, mj tender beart 
Thou madest tender ! Thon who art 
So happy in thy heaven alway, 
Take not mine only bliss away !' 

XI. 

She so bad prayed : and God, wbo bears 
Tbrougb serapb-songs tbe sound of tears; 
From tbat belovëd babe bad ta' en 
The fever and tbe beating pain. 
And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see tbe baby sleep so well, 
(She knew not tbat she smiled I wis) 
Until tbe pleasant graduai thought 
Wbicb near ber beart tbe smile enwrougbt 
Now soft and slow, itself did seem 
To float along a bappy dream, 
Beyond it into speech like tbis. 

xn. 

* I prayed for tbee, my little child, 

And God bas beard my prayer ! 

And wben tby babybood is gone, 

We two together undefiled 

By men's repinings, will kneel down 

Upon His eartb wbicb will be fair 

f Not covering tbee, sweet !) to us twain, 

And give Him thankful praise.' 
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xm. 

DuUy and wildly drives the rain : • 
A gainst the lattiees drives the rain. 

XIV. 

' I thank Him now, that I can think 

Of those same future days, 
Nor from the harmless image shrink 

Of what I there might see — 
Strange babîes on their mothers' knee, 
Whose innocent soft faces might 
From off mine eyelids strike the light, 

With looks not meant for me ! ' 

XV. 

Gustily blows the wind through the rain, 
As against the lattiees drives the rain. 

XVI. 

* But now, O baby mine, together, 
We turn this hope of ours again 
To many an hour of sumraer weather, 
When we shall sit and intertwine 
Our spirits, and instruct each otber 
In the pure loves of child and mother ! 
Two human loves make one divine.' 

xvn. 

The thunder tears through the wind and the raiu, 
As full on the lattiees drives the rain. 
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xvm. 

* My little child, what wilt thou clioose ? 
Now let me look at thee and ponder. 
"What gladness, from the gladnesses 
Futurity is spreading under 
Thy gladsome sight ? Beneath the trees 
"Wilt thou lean ail day, and lose 
Thy spirit with the river seen 
Intermittently between 
The winding beechen alleys, — 
Half in labour, half repose, 
Like a shepherd keeping sheep, 
Thou, with only thoughts to keep 
Whieh never a bound will overpass, 
And which are innocent as those 
That feed among Arcadian valleys 
Upon the dew^ grass ? 

XIX. 

The large white owl that with âge is blind, 

That hath sate for years in the old tree hoUow, 

Is carried away in a gust of wind ; 

His wings could bear him not as fast 

As he goeth now the lattice past ; 

He is borne by the winds, the rains do foUow, 

His white wings to the blast out-flowing, 

He hooteth in going. 
And still, in the lightnings, coldly glitter 

His round unblinldng eyes. 
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XJL. 

* Or, baby, wilt thou think it fitter 
To be éloquent and wise, 

One upon whose lips the air 

Tums to solemn verities 

For men to breathe anew, and win 

A deeper-seated life within ? 

Wilt be a philosopher, 

By whose voice the earth and skies 

Shall speak to the unbom ? 

Or a poet, broadly spreading 

The golden immortalities 

Of thy soul on natures lom 

And poor of such, them ail to guard 

From their decay, — beneath thy treading, 

Earth 's flowers recovering hues of Eden, — 

And stars, drawn downward by thy looks, 

To shine ascendant in thy books ? ' 

XXI. 

The tame hawk in the castle-yard, 
How it screams to the lightning, with its wet 
Jagged plumes overhanging the parapet ! 
And at the lady's. door the hound 

Seratches with a crying sound. 

xxn. 

* But, O my babe, thy lids are laid 

Close, fast upon thy cheek, 
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And not a dream of power and sheen 
Can make a passage up between ; 
Thy heart is of thy mother's made, 

Thy looks are very meek, 
And it will be their chosen place 
To rest on some beloved face, 
As thèse on thîne, and let the noise 
Of the whole world go on nor drown 

The iender silence of thy joys : 
Or when that silence shall have grown 
Too tender for itself, the same 
Yeaming for sound, — to look above 
And utter its one meaning, love, 

That He may hear His name.* 

xxin. - 

JS'o wind, no rain, no thunder! 

The waters had trickled not slowly, 

The thunder was not spent 

î^or the wind near finishing ; 

Who would have said that the storm was 

diminishing ? 
No wind, no rain, no thunder ! 
Their noises dropped asunder 
From the earth and the firmament, 
From the towers and the lattices, 
Abrupt and echoless 
Ajb ripe fruits on the ground unshaken wholly, 
As life in death. 
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And sudden and solemn tbe silence fell, 
Startling the heart of Isobel 

As the tempest could not : 
Against the door went panting the breath 
Of the lady's hound whose cry was still, 
And she, constrained howe'er she would not 
Lifted her eyes and saw the moon 
Looking out of heaven alone 
TJpon the poplared hill, — 
A calm of God, made visible 
That men might bless it at their wilL 

XXIV. 

The moonshine on the baby's face 

Palleth clear and cold ; 
The mother's looks have fallen back 

To the same place : 
Because no moon with silver rack, 
Nor broad sunrise in jasper skies 
Has power to hold 
Our loving eyes, 

"Which still revert, as ever must 

Wonder and Hope, to gaze on the dust. 

XXV. 

The moonshine on the baby's face 

Cold and clear remaineth ; 
The mother's looks do shrink away, — 
The mother's looks retum to stay, 

As charmëd by what painetb : 
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Ib anj glamour in tbe case P 
Is it dream or îs it sîgbt ? 
Hath the change upon the wild 
ïllements that signa the night, 

Passed upon the child? 
It is not dream, but sight. 

XXVI. 

The babe bas awakened from sleep 
And unto the gaze of its mother 
Bent over it, lifted another — - 
Not the baby-looks that go 
Unaimingly to and fro, 
But an eamest gazing deep 
Such as soul gives soul at length 
When by work and wail of years 
It winneth a solemn strength 
And mourneth as it wears. 
A strong man could not brook 
With puise unhurried by fears, 
To meet that baby's look 
O'erglazed by manhood's tears, 
The tears of a man fuU grown, 
With a power to wring our own, 
In the eyes ail undefiiled 
Of a little fhree-months' child — 
To see that babe-brow wrought 
By the witnessing of thought 
To judgment'a prodigy, . 
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And tbe small soft mouth iinweaned, 
Bj mother's kiss o'erleaned, 
(Putting the sound of loving 
Where no sound else was moving 

Except the speechless cry) 

Quickened to mind's expression, 

Shaped to articulation, 
Yea, uttering words, yea, naming woe, 
In tones that with it strangely went 
Because so baby-innocent, 
As the child spake out to the mother, so : — 

xxvn. 

* O mother, mother, loose thy prayer ! 

Christ' s name hath made it strong. 
It bindeth me, it holdeth me 
"With its most loving cruelty, 
Erom floating my new soul along 

The happy heavenly air. 
It bindeth me, it holdeth me 
In ail this dark, upon this duU 
Low earth, by only weepers trod. 
It bindeth me, it holdeth me ! 
Mine angel looketh sorrowful 

Upon the face of Q-od.* 

xxvm. 

* Mother, mother, can I dreaui 
Beneath your earthly trees *f 

* For I aaj noto yon that in Heaven theîr angels do always behoU 
the face of mj Father whîch is in Heaven. — ^Matt. ch. xviii. ver. 10. 
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I bad a yîsion and a gleam, 

I heard a sound more sweet tban thèse 

When rippled hy the wind : 
Did you see the DoYe with wings 
Bathed in golden gUsterings 
Erom a sunless light behind, 
Dropping on me from the sky, 
Sofb as mother's kiss, until 
I seemed to leap and yet was stîll ? 
Saw you how His love-large eye 
Looked upon me mystic calms, 
Till the power of His divine 
Vision wafl indrawn to mine ? 

XXIX. 

* Oh, the dream within the dream ! 
I saw celestial places even. 
Oh, the vistas of high palms 
Making finites of delight 
Through the heavenly infinité, 
Lifting up their green still tops 

To the heaven of heaven I 
Oh, the sweet life-tree that drops 
Shade like light across the river 
Glorified in its for ever 

Flowing from the Throne ! 
Oh, the shining holinesses 
Of the thousand, thousand faces 
God-sunned by the thronëd Onb 
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And made intense with such a love 

That though I saw them tumed above, 

Each loving seemed for also me ! 

And, oh, the Unspeakable, the He, 

The manifest in secrecies 

Tet of mine own heart partaker, 

With the overcoming look 

Of One who hath been once forsook 

And blesseth the forsaker 1 
Mother, mother, let me go 
Toward the Face that looketh so ! 
Through the mystic wingëd Four 
Whose are inward, outward eyes 
Dark with light of mysteries 
And the restless evermore 
* Holy, holy, .holy,' — through 
The sevenfold Lamps that burn in view 
Of cherubim and seraphim, — 
Through the four-and-twenty crowried 
Stately elders white around, 
Suffer me to go to Him ! 

XXX. 

* Is your wisdom very wise, 
Mother, on the narrow earth, 
Very happy, very worth 
That I should stay to learn ? 
Are thèse air-corruptiug sighs 
Pashioned by unlearnëd breath ? 
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Do tbe students' lamps that bum 

Ail night, illumine deatb P 

Mother, albeit this be so, 

Loose tby prayer and let me go 

"Where tbat brigbt cbief angel stands 

Aparfc from ail bis brotber bands, 

Too glad for smiling, baving bent 

In angelic wilderment 

O'er tbe depths of God, and brougbt 

EeeHng tbence dne onlj tbongbt 

To fill bis own etemity. 

He the teacber is for me — 

He can teacb wbat I would know— • 

Motber, motber, let me go ! 

XXXI. 

* Can your poet make an Eden 

No winter will undo, 
And ligbt-a starry fire wbile beeding 

His beartb's is buming too ? 
Drown in music tbe eartb's din. 
And keep bis own wild soul witbin 
Tbe law of bis own barmony ? 

Motber, albeit tbis be so, 

Let me to my beaven go ! 

A little barp me waits tbereby, 

A barp wbose strings are golden ail 

And tuned to music spberical. 



r 
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Hanging on the green life-tree 
Where no willows ever.be. 
Shall I miss that harp of mine ? 
Motlier, no !— the Eye divine 
Tumed upon it, makes it shine ; 
And when I touch it, poems sweec 
Like separate soûls shall fly from it, 
Each to the immortal fytte. 
Wb shall ail be poets there, 
Gazing on the chiefest Fair. 

■ 

xxxn. 

* Love ! earth's love 1 and can we love 
Fixedly where ail things move ? 
Can the sinning love each other ? 

Mother, mother, 
I tremble in thy close embrace, 
I feel thy tears adown my face, 
Thy prayers do keep me ont of blips- - 

O dreary earthly love ! 
Loose thy prayer and let me go 
To the place which loving is 
Yet not sad ; and when is given 
Escape to thee from this below, 
Thou shalt behold me that I wait 
Eor thee beside the happy Gâte, 
And silence shall be up in heaven. 
To hear our greeting kiss.' 
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The nurse awakes in the morning sun, 

And starts to see beside ber bed 

The lady with a grandeur spread 

Like pathos o'er ber face, as one 

God-satisfied and earth-undone ; 
The babe upon her arm was dead : 
And the nurse could utter forth no cry, — 
She was awed by the calm in the mother's eye. 

XXXIT. 

* "Wake, nurse ! ' the lady said ; 
' We are waking — ^he and I — 
I, on earth, and he, in sky : 

And thou must help me to o'erlay 
"With garment white this little clay 
Which needs no more our lullaby. 

XXXV. 

* I changed the cruel prayer I made, 

And bowed my meekened face, and prayed 

That Goà would do His will ; and thus 

He did it, nurse 1 He parted us : 

And His sun shows victorious 

The dead calm face, — aud I am calm, 

And Heaven is harkening a new psalm. 

XXXVI. 

' This earthly noise is toc anear, 
Too loud, and will not let me hear 

TOL. I. Y 
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The little harp. My death will sood 
Make silence.' 

And a sensé of tune, 
A satîsfiëd love meanwhUe 
Whîch nothing earthly could despoil, 
Sang on within her seul. 

• 

xxxvn. 

Oh you, 

Earth*8 tender and impassioned few, 
Take courage to entnist your love 
To Him so named who guards above 

Its ends and shall fulfil I 
Breaking the narrow prayers that ma)* 
Befit your narrow hearts, away 

In His broad, loving will. 
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